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TO  

Swift  fly  the  days,  swift  fly  the  years, 

With  sun  and  shade  and  joys  and  fears  ; 

But  now  and  then  amid  their  flight, 

A  day  from  orient  gates  of  light, 

Through  morn  and  noon,  to  soft  dark  night, 

Will  beam,  unclouded,  pure  and  bright ; — 

Such  ever  be  this  day  of  thine, 

Oh,  long-loved,  faithful  wife  of  mine  ! 

So  still  with  love,  we'll  bless  its  light. 

And  mark  it  with  a  jewel  bright. 


/> 


About  the  year  870,  the  Danes,  under  Inguar  and  Ubba,  having 
established  themselves  in  the  northern  •  districts  of  England,  began 
to  extend  their  conquests  to  the  eastern  parts  of  the  kingdom. 
Edmund,  who  at  this  time  held  his  court  at  Thetford,  advanced  to 
meet  the  invaders ;  and  after  a  bloody  struggle,  which  lasted  the 
entire  day,  was  completely  defeated.  Closely  pursued  by  his  ene- 
mies, the  king  concealed  himself  under  a  bridge  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  Eglesdene  (now  Hoxne)  where  the  glitter  of  his  gold  spurs 
discovered  him  to  a  newly  married  couple,  who  were  crossing  the 
bridge  at  night.  Betrayed  to  the  Danes,  he  was .  offered  his  life  if 
he  would  divide  his  kingdom  and  forsake  Christianity.  He  rejected 
these  terms  with  indignation,  and  was  then  bound  to  a  tree  by  his 
cruel  persecutors,  "beaten  with  short  bats,"  and  according  to 
Lydgate's  account,  "'fixed  as  a  mark  to  exercise  the  skill  of  the 
archers,  until  his  body  was  covered  with  arrows  like  a  porcupine 
with  quills."  Inguar  still  finding  his  mind  invincible,  ordered  his  head 
to  be  cut  off;  and  thus  he  died,  on  the  20th  November,  A.D.  870, 
"  Kyng,  Martyr,  and  Virgjme,"  in  the  15th  year  of  his  reign,  and 
the  29th  of  his  age.  He  was  interred  first  at  Hoxne,  where  a  small 
chapel  was  built  to  mark  the  spot ;  but  in  the  year  903  his  body 
was  removed  to  Bury,  and  a  church  was  erected  over  his  grave. 
This  edifice  having  fallen  into  decay,  was  replaced  by  a  magnificent 
structure,  the  ruins  of  which  are  still  standing  in  the  churchyard  of 
Bury  St.  Edmund's. 


(      3      ) 


THE  LEGEND   OF  ST.  EDMUND. 

A    MEDLEY. 

Nearly  a  thousand  years  ago, 
In  ages,  men  now  call  "  the  dark," 
The  tide  of  life  was  rather  slow, 
Here,  by  the  streamlet  of  the  Lark. 
As  onward  time  races. 
Speech,  manners,  and  places, 
All  good  gifts  and  graces. 
Old  habits  and  faces. 
Change,  as  the  winds  of  custom  blow. 

In  those  early  times,  folks  didn't  peruse 
Five  papers  a  day,  themselves  to  amuse — 
Free  Press,  Bury  Post,  Times,  Punch,  Daily  News, 
Nor  sad  naughty  heterodox  Oxford  Reviews, 
Nor  gather  together  their  friends  to  abuse 
'Bout  putting  up  benches  and  taking  down  pews, 
Nor  church  rates  at  a  vestry  ever  refuse, 
Nor  expound  on  deal  hustings  political  views, 
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Nor  shout — "  Yellows  for  ever  !     Down  with  the  Blues  ! " 
Nor  in  a  steam-boat  take  a  nautical  cruise, 
Nor,  like  Sayers  and  Heenan,  each  other  bruise. 
Nor  wear  knickerbockers,  nor  Highlander's  trews, 
(Though  like  us  they  borrowed  their  money  of  Jews) ; 
In  short,  since  then,  our  hold  has  been  tightening 
On  knowledge  and  power,  our  prospects  are  brightening. 
And  our  motto  is,  "  Slick,  go  ahead  like  red  lightning  !  " 

Yet,  in  that  long,  long  time  ago. 
Some  things  very  good,  some  very  *'  so-so  " — 
In  this  little  world  of  ours  below. 
Some  for  weal,  and  some  for  woe, 
Whether  for  better,  or  whether  for  worse. 
Banning,  or  blessing,  boon  or  curse. 
Thought  or  spoken,  in  prose  or  verse, 
Went  on  very  much  as  they  do  now. 

The  moon,  as  now,  was  set  on  high. 
Bright,  soft,  "  sweet  regent  of  the  sky," 
And  threw  her  light  on  bridge  and  tower, 
On  gleaming  grass,  and  dew-bent  flower, 
On  cottage  thatch,  and  lady's  bower ; 
With  silver  deck'd  each  sleeping  hill. 
Dipped  her  bright  foot  in  every  rill, 
Trickled  through  densest  forest  shade. 
And  down  the  smooth  green  winding  glade 
A  path  of  dappled  darkness  made. 
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But  not  alone  'long  moonlit  walk 
Did  outlaw  prowl,  or  wild  deer  stalk ; 
The  silver  light  of  those  glad  skies 
Was  brightest  then  in  lovers'  eyes  ; 
To  them,  the  green  earth's  humblest  vale 
Robed  in  the  rays  of  Luna  pale. 
Was  perfect  beauty,  Eden's  bowers, 
O'er  which  the  bright  swift  golden  hours 
Gamboll'd,  undimmed  by  evil  powers  ; 
And  made  them  prize,  all  gifts  above, 
Those  choicest  blessings,  Light  and  Love. 

Now  it  happened  one  night. 

When  Dian  bright 

Shed,  as  usual,  her  light 

O'er  valley  and  height, 
A  long  time  ago — a  thousand  years — quite. 
And  the   green   earth   lay   glist'ning   beneath   her   rich 
bounty. 

That  a  couple  of  lovers, 

Like  a  pair  of  young  plovers. 
Were  taking  the  air  by  a  stream  in  this  county. 

But  isn't  it  strange 
How  customs  will  change, 
With  the  roll  of  the  ages,  like  scenes  in  a  play  ? 
For  the  lady  and  gent 
Who  their  moments  thus  spent, 


THE  LEGEND    OF  ST.   EDMUND. 


Thus  by  the  stream  tarried, 
Had  only  been  married 
At  a  neighb'ring  village  on  that  very  day. 

Now  I  know  in  this  age  we  don't  stand  upon  trifles, 

But  just  let  me  ask 

(Without  wishing  to  task 

His  ever  indwelling 

Desire  of  truth-telling, 
Or  obliging  his  candour  to  put  on  a  mask), 
Any  private  in  our  famed  West  Suffolk  Rifles ; 
If  by  his  skill,  or  his  wits,  or  his  labour  good. 

He'd  scraped  up  enough 

Of  the  right  sort  of  stuff 

To  set  up  in  life, 

A  new  house  and  a  wife. 

And  without  let  or  delay 

Had  been  married  to-day 
At  the  church  of  St.  James's  just  over  the  way. 
Would  he  like  to  linger  about  in  the  neighbourhood  ? 

No— a  trifle  I'd  bet, 

In  fine  weather  or  wet 
(After  his  "  dejeiiner  a  lafourchette  "), 
He'd  bolt  at  a  pace  would  his  grandfather  craze, 
And  turn  the  whole  street  inside  out  in  amaze — 
On  horseback,  or  dog-cart,  by  rail  or  post-chaise, 
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Calling  out  to  papa, 

Like  young  Lochinvar, 
"  When  light  to  the  saddle  that  morning  he  sprung, 
And  light  to  the  croupe  the  fair  lady  he  swung," 

"  Oh,  good  Mr.  Graham, 

You  may  think  it  a  shame. 
You  may  call  me  a  runaway  slink,  or  a  spoon, 
But  '  one  hour  in  the  morn  is  worth  two  afternoon,' 

So  like  winkin'  I'll  hook  it, 

'  Catch  your  hare  and  then  cook  it ; ' 
This  moment,  this  instant,  I'm  off  by  the  rail. 

And  swift  must  you  follow. 

O'er  hill  and  o'er  hollow. 
If  you  mean  before  night  'to  lay  salt  on  my  tail'  " 

I  shall  certainly  fail 

To  get  through  with  my  tale. 

If,  instead  of  progressing, 

I  keep  still  digressing ; 
So  back  to  the  streamlet,  clear,  winding,  and  shady, 
Where  we  left  a  brave  knight,  and  a  charmmg  young  lady. 

By  that  streamlet  they  walked, 

And  softly  they  talked ; 

No  sound  around. 

In  sky  or  ground. 
Save  the  murmur  of  water,  or  beetles'  quick  wings, 
(Or  the  slender  sharp  song  of  a  gnat  or  a  midge). 

They  whispered  and  walked. 

They  were  silent — then  talked. 
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When  their  tongues  were  quiet,  their  eyes  said  sweet 

things  ; 
So  they  wandered  by  grove,  copse,  valley,  and  ridge. 
Until  all  of  a  sudden  they  came  to  a  bridge. 

On  the  bridge  they  stood,  side  by  side. 
Husband  and  wife,  bridegroom  and  bride ; 
He  was  six  feet  two,  she  some  inches  shorter, 
And  they  both  looked  intently  into  the  water. 

Now,  I  must  confess 
That  the  lady's  dress 
Is  a  thing  I  should  very  much  like  to  describe. 
And  if  'twere  a  lady's  dress  of  to-day, 
I'd  endeavour  to  do  it,  something  this  way  : — 
To  begin,  she  had  on  her  head,  I  should  say, 
A  shape  borrowed  at  first  from  some  far  Eastern  tribe, 
But  fashion  had  made  it  so  formal  and  squat. 
It  seemed  a  pork-pie  turned  into  a  hat ; 
Or  if  instead, 
She  had  on  her  head 
A  new-fangled  bonnet,  the  peak  was  so  flat  on  it, 
It  looked  precisely  as  if  some  one  had  sat  on  it ; 

Her  dress  was  rich  silk. 
All  flounces  and  frills,  all  pucker  and  crease, 
And  ribbed  round  with  ribbon  of  mauve  or  cerise  ; 
(To  number  the  tucks  would  have  puzzled  a  Babbage, 
And  her  hair  was  poked  into  a  net  like  a  cabbage  ;) 
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Clear  starched,  white  as  milk, 
Were  her  collar  and  cuffs,  and  her  cloak  or  pelisse, 
For  walking  or  driving,  to  loiter  or  chat  in. 
So  slouching  and  wide  you  might  swing  a  big  cat  in, 
Was  mouse-coloured  velvet,  lined  with  white  satin  ; 

But  what,  more  than  all. 

Flat  hat,  or  lace  fall. 
Ruffs,  ribbons,  or  cloak,  straw  bonnet,  or  shawl. 
Marked  her  time  in  the  fashion,  gave  her  place  in  chro- 
nology, 

And  has  gone  on  extending 

Its  voluminous  bending, 
Spite  of  newspaper  critics,  or  modern  theology, 
That  which  alone  a  peculiar  grace  lent  her, 
Was  a- violent  petticoat,  coloured  magenta. 
Full  seven  yards  round,  and  as  stiff  as  a  cartridge ; 
Little  boots  with  high  heels,  and  red  legs  like  a  par- 
tridge. 

But  the  lady  bright. 

In  that  soft  light. 
Who  stood  on  that  ancient  bridge  by  night, 
Was  dressed  in  a  different  manner — quite. 

Her  purple  robe,  from  shoulders  rare, 
Down  to  the  ground  in  folds  descended  ; 
Her  silken  veil,  and  flowing  hair, 
Below  her  waist  together  blended; 
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And  round  each  arm,  soft,  white,  and  bare, 
A  golden  bracelet  loosely  bended. 
Her  robes,  from  oval  head  to  heel, 
One  waving  line  of  beauty  showed, 
No  vain  conceit  did  there  reveal 
Such  taste  as  sways  the  modern  crowd ; 
And  where,  upon  her  forehead  fair, 
Dark  veil  and  darker  locks  were  parted. 
The  moon  gleamed  on  a  face,  as  rare 
As  olden  painter  ever  limned. 
As  e'er  by  sorrow's  cloud  was  dimmed, 
Or  with  joy's  ripple  over-brimmed, 
Or  sent  sad  lover  broken-hearted. 

Well — the  lady  bright 

And  her  goodly  knight 

In  contemplative  mood 

On  the  old  bridge  stood — 

Not  the  bridge  through  which  Hood, 
In  his  famous  poem,  the  "  Bridge  of  Sighs," 
Has  drawn  rivers  of  tears  from  myriad  eyes. 
But  a  rustic  bridge,  for  carts,  horses,  or  oxen, 
Called  "  the  Bridge  of  Gold  "  in  the  parish  of  Hoxne. 

Here  I'd  say — by-the-bye — 
That  a  lady's  eye 
Is  quick  to  espy 
All  novel  things,  whether  low  or  high ; 
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And  if  for  your  house  you  may  chance  to  have  got 
New  curtains  or  carpets — a  cheap  auction  lot 
Of  pictures  or  glasses,  or  ormolu  clocks, 
Or  Dresden  shepherds  standing  on  rocks, 
Whether  purchase,  or  gift,  from  stall,  shop,  or  market. 
Whether  won  at  a  raffle,  or  bought  for  a  lark,  it 

Is  certainly  true 

That  on  the  first  view 
Your  lady  friend  will  be  sure  to  remark  it. 

Saying,  "  Well,  I  declare 

Those  things  you  have  there, 
Are  beautiful,  exquisite,  charmingly  rare  ! 
But,  d'ye  know,  I  saw  some  things  in  the  fair 
Exactly  like  them  at  sixpence  a  pair  ! " 
So  this  lady  who  stood  on  the  bridge  that  night, 
Seeing  down  by  the  arch  something  glitter  bright. 
Called  out  directly,  "  Look,  dear,  look, 
Down  in  the  water — there  in  the  brook, 

'Tis  yellow  as  honey, 

'Tis  a  bag  of  money. 
Jump  in  and  get  it,  by  hook  or  by  crook  !  " 

The  knight  looked  down,  but  left  not  the  path — 

He  wasn't  ecstatic, 

Perhaps  was  rheumatic  j 

He  looked  in  the  river, 

Seemed  rather  to  shiver, 
Didn't  relish  being  made  a  "  Knight  of  the  Bath." 
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But  the  lady  still  cried, 

Standing  close  by  his  side, 

"  Why,  don't  you  perceive  it? 

I  cannot  believe  it. 

There — where  the  light  flitters, 

Oh  !  see  how  it  glitters, 
'Tis  a  casket  with  locks  by  Chubb  or  by  Bramah, 
Never  mind  spoiling  your  new  suit  of  armour — 
When  you  get  home  you  can  put  all  to-rights, 
And  change  your  mail  leggings  for  '  cast-iron  tights,' 

Oh  !  jump  in  and  get  it, 

Never  mind  how  wet  it 
Is,  I'm  sure  'tis  crammed  full  of  pearls  and  gold  ; 
There's  wealth  uncounted,  riches  untold, 
Enough  to  live  on  'till  we  are  old  ! 

Jump  in  and  nab  it, 

I'm  dying  to  grab  it. 
It  gleams,  it  glitters,  bright  as  a  guinea. 
Do  jump  in  and  get  it,  you  shivering  ninny  !  " 


Thus  urged  to  comply 

By  voice,  look,  and  eye, 
The  Knight  could  no  longer  the  lady  deny, 
But  thought,  to  himself,  "  'Tis  as  likely  as  any. 
If  money  at  all,  'tis  a  new  copper  penny, 
*  But  in  for  a  penny,  I'm  in  for  a  pound, 
If  I'm  born  to  be  hanged,  I  shall  never  be  drown'd,' 
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On  my  first  wedded  night  this  is  rather  a  muddle, 
I  suppose  I  must  do  it,  '  each  path  has  its  puddle,' " 
So  down  from  the  bridge  he  plunged  into  the  water, 

And  found  that  the  prize 

Which  had  dazzled  their  eyes 
Would  never  be  his,  could  never  be  hers — 
Being  really  and  truly  a  pair  of  gold  spurs 
Buckled  on  to  the  heels  of  an  armed  man, 
Who  having  just  failed  in  some  little  plan, 
And  being  entirely  disgusted  and  sick 
With  the  state  of  affairs,  had  *'  sloped,  cut  his  stick," 

For  pocket  and  life 

Had  fled  from  the  strife, 
And  crouched  beneath  the  old  bridge  span — 
In  fact,  they  had  caught  a  "  regular  Tartar," 

For  instead  of  a  bag 

With  lots  of  swag, 
They'd  got  hold  of  king  Edmund — "  Saint  and  Martyr." 

Not  that  he  then  had  passed  martyrdom's  pinch, 
He  was  only  in  danger  of  "  Mister  Judge  Lynch," 
And  how  he  got  there  'twere  easy  to  show, 
But  I  doubt  not  you  all  very  well  know 

That  he  and  his  forces, 

Warriors  and  horses. 
Had  just  met  with  a  terrible  overthrow — 
That  after  a  whole  day's  fighting  and  kicking, 
From  the  Danes  they  had  got  a  horrible  licking. 
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Now  fain  would  my  muse  take  a  soaring  flight, 
And  sing  in  grand  numbers  the  deeds  of  that  fight 

But  time  wouldn't  allow, 

So  I'll  only  say  now 

That  the  blows  and  the  gashes, 

The  cuts  and  the  slashes. 

The  thrusting  and  mauling, 

The  pulling  and  hauling, 

The  reeling  and  falling, 

The  groans  and  the  bawling. 

The  shrieking  and  calling, 

The  crying  and  squalling, 

The  sharp  caterwauling. 
Were,  as  newspapers  tell  us,  "  truly  appalling  ; " 
And  the  noise  might  be  heard  for  ten  miles  or  more, 
Like  the  rush  of  the  foam  billows  lashing  the  shore. 
Or   the  howling  of  wolves  'mid   the   blasts  of  rude 

Boreas, 
Or — our  Choral  Society  singing  a  '^  choj-eus." 

But  Edmund  the  king,  at  the  close  of  the  day, 

Fled  fast  as  he  could  from  that  dreadful  affray  ; 

Nor  fled  he  for  refuge  to  sacred  fanes. 

No  sanctuary  he  found  in  chapel  or  church, 

But,  shabbily  left  by  his  friends  in  the  lurch, 

He  hid  under  the  bridge  where  the  lady  and  knight 

Found  him  out  by  the  gleam  of  his  spurs  so  bright. 

And  went  straight  to  the  camp  and  told  the  Danes — 
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Who  caught  him,  and  shot  him  to  death  with  arrows, 
"  As  naughty  boys  shoot  at  the  little  cock-sparrows." 

Now  a  legend  you  see 

Descriptive  may  be, 

Didactic,  ecstatic. 

Spasmodic,  or  Attic, 

But  'tis  never  perfection 

Till  some  proper  reflection 
Brings  home  a  great  truth  on  its  own  melody ; 

So  I'll  stop  in  my  story, 
■  And  just  set  before  ye 

A  notion  in  rhymes. 

Which,  if,  hipped  with  the  times, 

Discontented  and  radical, 

Ev'ry  thing  bad  you  call. 
Will,  in  less  than  a  minute,  contentment  restore  you. 

With  foreign  foes  in  deadly  strife. 
King  Edmund  lost  his  crown  and  life  : 
Here  in  this  place,  on  ev'ry  plain, 
Spoil'd  pillag'd,  tortur'd,  burnt,  and  slain. 
Your  kindred  called  for  help  in  vain. 

Now  would  this  have  happen'd  in  days  of  old 
If,  stalwart  and  steady,  unflinching  and  bold, 
Our  West  Suffolk  Rifles  had  then  been  enrolled  ? 
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I've  seen  them  all,  every  sinner, 
Here  in  this  very  hall  at  dinner. 
And  didn't  they  walk  into  ev'ry  dish  ? 
Mutton  and  beef,  and  fowl  and  fish, 
Lobster  and  salad,  pepper  and  mustard. 
Pies  and  tarts,  and  jelly  and  custard  ; 
Apples  and  figs,  potted  meats  and  ham, 
Raisins  and  almonds,  dates  and  jam, 
Chine  and  chicken,  tongue  and  turkey. 
Pudding  and  sauce  enough  to  burke  ye, 

Hock  and  sherry,  champagne  and  port. 

Jugs  of  claret,  just  the  right  sort. 

Noyau,  curagoa,  and  cherry  brandy. 

Double  X  or  stout — whenever  'twas  handy, 

Bass's  pale  ale  and  Meux's  porter. 

And  then  for  a  "  cooler,"  soda  water  : 

Never  was  seen  such  a  jolly  spread, 

Never  were  riflemen  better  fed, 

Men  couldn't  desire  a  better  supply — 

('Twas  cooked  at  the  Angel,  and  served  by  Guy), 

And  the  whole  thing  showed,  deny  it  who  could  ? 

That  West  Suffolk  Riflemen  know  what's  good. 

And  yet,  who  doubts,  if  foreign  hand 
Threaten'd  to-day  our  native  land — 
If  now  the  fated  hour  had  come 
To  strike  for  altar,  hearth,  and  home — 
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Who  doubts  that,  at  his  country's  call, 
Each  man  who  feasted  in  this  hall, 
Lovers  and  friends,  our  heart's  best  pride, 
Children  we  nourished  byour  side, 
Would  line  at  once  the  threatened  shore, 
Hear  with  glad  ears  the  cannon's  roar, 
Steady  as  rocks  the  death-shot  pour, 
Or  charging  forward,  hand  to  hand. 
With  levell'd  steel  or  gleaming  brand. 
Dye  deep  with  blood  our  English  sand ; 
Unconquered,  fearless,  staunch,  and  free. 
Fight,  with  no  thought  but  victory. 
Fight,  to  the  last  expiring  breath, 
A  victor  still  in  life  or  death  ? 

Let  the  fierce  foemen  come  like  wild  waves  to  our  strand. 

All  dauntless  our  dear  ones  a  rampart  will  stand ; 

Let  them  come  with    a  rush,  like  the   tempest's  fierce 

breath, 
The  arms  of  our  loved  ones  shall  hurl  them  to  death — 
Hurl  them  back  to  the  sand-beds  and  caves  of  the  deep, 
As  the  rocks  on  our  shores  check  the   huge   billows' 

sweep ; 
And  each  foeman  who  plants  hostile  foot  on  our  strand 
Shall  find  a  red  grave  is  his  home  in  our  land. 

Then  home  from  the  fierce  fight,  the  battle's  deep  roar, 
"  Red  wet  shod"  from  the  struggle,  the  blood-trampled 
shore, 

C 
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Our  loved  ones  shall  come  from  the  dangers  they  braved 
To  arms  that  shall  clasp  them,  to  homes  they  have  saved  : 

Then  the  banners  \vill  wave,  and  the  clarions  will  ring. 
And  our  bards  to  the  nations  their  p?eans  will  sing. 
But  deeper  than  all  on  our  hearts  shall  be  graved — 
"  By  our  children,  our  dear  ones,  our  loved  ones  were 
saved." 

I  think  you  must  own 
At  least  I  have  shewn 
That  this  land  of  East  Anglia,  our  dear  native  shore, 
Had  never  been  harried  by  troublesome  Danes, 
Our  forefathers  never  had  suffered  such  pains. 
Our  king  had  ne'er  bowed  to  a  foreigner's  yoke. 
Nor  been  tied  like  a  target  in  front  of  an  oak , 
If  the  West  Suffolk  Rifles  "had  been  to  the  fore." 

But  honour  to  the  brave  is  due — 

He  died  a  warrior  bold  and  true  ; 

A  glory  shrined  his  gory  head, 

Faith  knelt  beside  his  sacred  bed ; 

Mourned  by  a  nation's  holy  tears 

His  name  still  brightened  through  the  years  ; 

For  when  the  cruel  Pagans  tried, 

By  torture's  keenest  force  applied, 

To  make  him  bend  beneath  their  rod, 

Forsake  his  land,  deny  his  God, 
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He  to  their  teeth  their  power  defied  ; 
In  fiery  trial,  bitter  loss, 
But  clung  still  closer  to  the  cross  ! 
By  hosts  of  fiends  in  strength  and  pride 
Long  by  the  sharpest  torture  tried, 
With  hope  allured,  or  promise  plied, 
(The  life-blood  trickling  down  his  side), 
A  patriot  martyr,  then  he  died  ; 
Died  on  his  own  green  native  sod, 
For  his  dear  land,  and  dearer  God, 

In  some  lone  nook,  or  forest  cell, 
They  dug  his  grave  just  where  he  fell ; 
But  pious  hands,  the  spot  to  save, 
From  blank  oblivion's  rolling  wave. 
Soon  built  a  chapel  o'er  his  grave. 
And  then  when  forty  years  had  sped. 
They  made  his  famed  and  sacred  bed 
Within  our  Abbey's  guardian  wall ; 
And  built  a  temple  o'er  his  grave 
They  deemed  that  time  itself  might  save 
Till  the  last  trumpet's  wak'ning  call. 
A  thousand  windows  deck'd  that  shrine. 
The  aisles'  high  tow'ring  lofty  line 
Might  well  o'erarch  a  forest's  bowers — 
Go  seek  them  now,  and  you  shall  find. 
Naught  but  the  sadly  sighing  wind, 
Low  moaning  through  some  ruined  towers. 
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Arrows  and  bows  are  now  nearly  forgotten, 

(Except  by  young  ladies  who  shoot  for  a  prize, 

And  then  all  their  dead  shots  are  made  with  their  eyes), 

But  not  long  ago,  where  the  arrows  had  sped 

Which  the  blood  of  our  martyr'd  king  had  once  shed, 

An  old  oak  was  cut  down  that  was  well-nigh  rotten ; 

And  when  his  huge  carcase  was  rifted  apart. 

An  old  arrow  head  was  found  deep  in  his  heart. 

Ah  !  you  who  shoot,  with  bitter  words, 
Sharp  anger's  arrow  tipped  with  fire — 
Who  dip  that  arrow-head  of  steel 
In  slander  foul,  or  venomed  ire — 
Think,  when  you  strike  some  fancied  foe. 
That,  when  the  shaft  has  left  the  dart, 
How  many  years  may  come  and  go, 
And  still  the  barb  lie  in  the  heart. 


MORAL. 

The  custom  has  been,  as  pleasant  connections, 
To  tack  to  these  tales  some  moral  reflections  ; 
And  first  let  me  speak  to  those  who  have  tarried 
In  bachelor  life,  not  yet  being  married  : — 
With  love  never  palter, 
Don't  seek  Hymen's  altar 
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By  the  ever  accursed  bridge  of  gold ; 

If  you  do,  you  will  find,  ere  your  days  grow  old, 

That  your  wife  is  a  vixen,  a  shrew,  and  a  Tartar, 

And  you're  daily  more  shot  at  than  Edmund  the  Martyr. 

And  here  let  me  say,  though  somewhat  irrelevant, 
As  you  journey  through  life. 
With  children  and  wife, 
Or  trouble  and  strife. 
Though  with  pleasures  or  pains  your  passage  be  rife, 
Don't  try  to  be  merry,  light-hearted,  or  elegant ; 
You  must  never  be  "  Airy,"  but  be  astronomical, 
Be  quite  scientific,  but  never  be  comical, 
And  always  speak  low  in  funereal  tones ; 
Don't  go  to  hear  readings  from  Jerrold  by  Jones ; 
Prefer  garbled  statements,  just  coloured  with  spite. 
But  censure  all  laughing  at  Dickens  and  Wright  \ 
Don't  come  to  these  soirees^  don't  ^^  go  in  "  for  fun, 
Don't  hear  merry  music,  though  music  be  poured 
Like  wine  at  a  feast,  when  he  touches  the  chord — 
Our  '*  Glorious  Apollo,"  our  own  Robert  Nunn  ; 
Let  your  oivn  special  virtue  be  always  your  boast. 
Never  "eat  cakes  and  ale,"  stick  to  tea  and  dry  toast. 
And  you'll  please  an  "  old  fogy "  *  who  wrote  in  "  The 
Post:' 


*  See  Letter  in  Bury  Post,  signed  "  Safe  Side,"  26M  February  :— 
"  An  old  fogy  like  myself  might  have  been  contented  to  let  this 
matter  work  itself  out ;  but  I  see  we  are  shortly  to  have  an  Amateur 
Readers'  Soiree"  etc. 
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One  more  word  of  advice 
Let  me  give  in  a  trice, 

And  at  once  make  an  end  of  this  tedious  matter  : 
I  advise  all  young  men  who  of  taste  have  a  smatter, 
(For  I  hope  from  this  tale  of  St.  Edmund  they'll  feel 
"  One  spur  in  the  head  is  worth  two  in  the  heel,") 
If  they  wish  to  become  famed  for  sobriety, 
Models  of  usefulness,  pinks  of  propriety. 
Avoiding  all  noisy  and  vain  notoriety. 
Let  them  join  the  "  Amateur  Readers'  Society." 


"Did  not  a  certain  lady  whii?,"  etc. — See  Hudibras,  pari  2, 
canto  I,  line  885, 

Lady  INIonson,  who  has  been  immortalized  by  Butler  in  the  stanza 
partly  quoted  above,  was,  at  the  time  referred  to  by  the  poet,  the 
wife  of  her  third  husband,  Sir  William  Monson,  created  by  Charles  I. 
Viscount  Monson,  of  Castlemaine  ;  a  nobleman  so  unmindful  of  the 
favours  conferred  by  his  sovereign,  that  he  sat  as  one  of  the  com- 
missioners and  judges  at  the  king's  trial.  For  this,  it  is  said.  Lady 
Monson  inflicted  upon  her  lord  the  punishment  alluded  to,  which 
had  the  effect  of  keeping  him  from  the  court  on  the  day  judgment 
was  passed.  At  the  restoration  of  King  Charles  II.  Lord  Monson 
was  degraded  and  imprisoned,  and  sentenced  with  others  to  be 
dragged  from  the  Tower  to  Tyburn  and  back,  on  sledges,  with  ropes 
about  their  necks.  His  wife  survived  him,  and  took  for  \\.^x  fourth 
husband,  Sir  Adam  Felton,  Bart. — Suffolk  Archceological  Proceedings, 
2nd  vol.,  p.  85. 


LADY  MONSON: 

A    MATRIMONIAL    LEGEND    OF    BURY    ST.    EDMUND'S. 

"  They  who  in  quarrels  interpose, 
Must  often  wipe  a  bloody  nose." 

Pray  don't  think  this  elegant  couplet  is  mine  ; 
'Tis  Gay's,  every  word,  and  if  you  incline 
To  read  a  little  more  truth  in  that  line, 
Where  plain  speaking  and  poetry  really  combine, 
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You'll  find  in  his  "  Fables  "  some  things  to  your  liking, 
Short,  sharp,  and  sent  home  in  a  manner  quite  striking. 
Pitch'd  into  your  optics  all  unawares, 
A  la  hard-hitting  Mace,  or  famous  Tom  Sayers, 
Outspoken  and  plain,  without  let  or  remorse, 
Quite  as  true  as  my  motto — and  equally  coarse. 

But  pray — oh,  pray  don't  think, 

That  by  nod,  word,  or  wink, 

I  mean  to  insinuate, 

Hint,  guess,  or  indicate. 
That  any  man  in  his  senses  ever  supposes  '     J 

The  good  folks  of  Bury  will  squabble  or  wrangle, 
Are  jealous  or  jobbing,  will  jar  or  will  jangle. 
Or  each  other's  good  names  maliciously  mangle. 
Or  wipe  ever  in  secret  sanguineous  noses  ; 

Oh  !  worse  than  confusion, 

Horror,  fight,  or  contusion, 

All  ills  in  profusion, 
Would  fall  on  my  head  if  such  a  conclusion 
You  from  my  opening  motto  should  draw, 
Or  see  in  our  Townsfolk's  good  manners  a  flaw. 
Or  think  a  hard  thought,  or  rub  up  "  a  raw." 
Oh  no  !     At  once,  pray  let  me  declare. 
With  the  steadiest  face,  and  honestest  air. 
Of  good  temper  they  all  have  more  than  their  share  ; 
In  vestries  or  councils  they  never  fall  out. 
But  always  know  what  they  are  talking  about ; 
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Through  ev'ry  topic  the  best  feeling  ranges- 
Drains,  hospitals,  church-roofs,  and  new  corn-exchanges  ; 
Here  in  Committee  oft  you  may  see  'em, 
Embracing  each  other  to  make  a  Museum, 
Or  cooing  like  doves  'bout  affairs  Athenaeum ; 
Then  at  the  Paving-board  each  man  is  a  brother. 
Commissioners  never  throw  stones  at  each  other ; 
Little  birds  never  whisper  of  mischievous  tales  ; 
And  when  Denmark's  sweet  Rose  wedded  Edward  of 

Wales, 
For  one  kind  of  rejoicing  all  felt  inclined, 
At  once  the  whole  town  made  up  its  whole  mind  ; 

In  short  'tis  no  fiction. 

Beyond  contradiction, 
That  from  the  Southgate  to  the  uttermost  Brackland, 
Though  bare  of  the  needful  as  famous  John  Lackland, 
If  rolling  in  riches,  or  wanting  in  wealth. 
If  groaning  in  sickness,  or  buoyant  in  health, 
Whether  dining  off  sprats,  or  rich  venison  greasy, 
They  are  always  good-tempered,  and  jolly,  and  easy, 
And  live  the  results  of  their  good  sense  to  reap. 
Like  the  rats,  cats,  and  monkeys,  a  man  used  to  keep 
All  huddled  together  as  peaceful  as  sheep, 
And  show  in  a  cage  at  a  penny  a  peep. 


But  yet,  but  yet,  it  may  be  yet, 
Though  here  no  public  quarrels  fret, 
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And  eVry  manner,  ev'ry  mind 
Speaks  only  peace  to  all  mankind ; 
It  may  be  that  domestic  wheels, 
Don't  always  run  like  spinning  reels ; 
We  have  not  reached  the  perfect  day, 
We  still  are  only  common  clay, 
And  lives  that  love  might  lead  along 
Like  the  sweet  cadence  of  a  song. 
Swept  by  fierce  storms  of  strife  and  hate 
O'er  whirling  waters  of  their  fate. 
Lie  black,  and  wrecked,  and  desolate. 

But,  really  it  isn't  for  me  to  say  how 
Connubial  matters  speed  with  us  now ; 
We  know  matrimony  is  always  a  mixture — 
And  some  of  us  find  it  a  regular  fixture — 
A  collection  of  comforts  a  little  thing  mars. 
Where  there's  always  a  shelf  for  family  jars  ; 

At  least  I  can  say 

If  it's  not  so  to-day, 
'Twas  so  in  this  town  that  married  life  sped, 
With  a  noble  and  notable  couple  who  wed. 
Just  a  few  years  before  king  Charles  lost  his  head. 

You're  dying,  no  doubt, 
Just  now  to  find  out 
What  particular  squabble  this  Legend's  about ; 


ZADV  MONSON.  27 


All  anxious  for  facts, 

Words,  letters  and  acts, 

Like  the  crowds  that  resort 

To  Judge  Cresswell's  court, 
When  o'er  a  nice  case  lawyers  are  making  a  rout 
With  a  poor  shame-faced  witness  to  bully  and  flout. 

But  don't  be  in  a  flurry, 

There's  no  reason  for  hurry 
I  sha'n't  speak  till  the  time  comes,  and  then  I'll  speak  out ; 
Yet  this  without  further  preface  I'll  tell. 
At  the  time  these  events  I'm  narrating  befell, 
Lady  Monson,  a  lady  buxom  and  free. 
Was  the  wife  of  Lord  Monson,  in  his  degree 
A  nobleman,  gracious  and  pleasant  to  see, 
Who,  of  her  ladyship's  husbands,  now  stood  number  three. 

Now  pray  don't  suppose 

I'm  going  to  disclose 
A  series  of  scenes  from  palace  and  hovel, 
A  regular  three-volum'd  bigamy  novel. 
Like  "  Aurora  Floyd,"  that  high-flying  "  bad  un," 
Who  has  just  been  hit  off  by  clever  Miss  Braddon  ; 
Oh  no.  Lady  Monson  was  free  from  all  crime, 
And  though  'twas  perhaps  without  reason  or  rhyme. 
That  thrice  for  her  marriage  did  wedding  bells  chime ; 
She  had  never  possess'd  but  one  spouse  at  a  time. 
And  here  without  doubt,  I'm  bound  to  declare, 
That  three  spouses  was  one  or  two  more  than  her  share. 
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Still  I  know  you'll  agree 

Exactly  with  me, 

When  I  say,  that  some  ladies, 

AVhatever  their  shade  is, 

Whether  black,  brown  or  fair. 
With  ebony  tresses,  or  long  golden  hair. 
Whether  smiling  like  summer,  or  wintered  with  care. 
Whether  crab-like  in  aspect,  or  blithe  debonair  ; 
If  low' voiced  like  Cordelia,  or  curst  with  shrill  snappiness, 
Are  never  contented  with  medium  happiness. 

If  some  foolish  fashion 

Has  made  it  a  passion 
For  a  lady  to  walk  with  wide  hoops  on  each  side  her, 

Our  fast  lady  will  wear 

More  than  double  her  share, 
And  won't  stir,  unless  hers  are  made  seven  feet  wider  : 
If  she  drives,  she  will  drive  like  the  very  old  Harry  ; 
If  she  rides,  her  horse  knows  he's  a  vixen  to  carry  ; 
Whatever  she  does,  she  does  at  the  "double," 
With  clatter  and  patter,  and  flurry  and  trouble  ; 
She's  a  "stunner,"  a  "screamer,"  a  "regular  rusher," 
A  fast  one,  a  fly-a-way,  out-and-out  "gusher," 
Not  one  at  a  time,  but  all  of  a  cluster. 
She  does  things  with  noise  and  bustle  and  fluster. 
And  her  motto  for  life  seems — "go  in  a  buster." 


Now  when  once  in  his  life 
Any  man  for  his  wife 
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Gets  a  mixture  like  this,  of  vixen  and  Tartar, 
If  he  doesn't  soon  hang  himself  up  in  his  garter, 
Or  by  help  of  Sir  Cresswell  annul  Hymen's  charter 
And  so  his  position  for  peace  of  mind  barter, 
He's  a  jolly  good  right  to  be  ranked  as  a  martyr. 

For  gibing  and  jeering, 

Caterwauling  and  sneering, 

With  cross  interfering, 

Cold  mutton  and  mustard, 

Curdled  eggs  and  sour  custard. 

Bad  bread  and  weak  tea. 

With  no  scent  of  Bohea, 

Curtain  lectures  and  snubs, 

Hard  words  and  rough  rubs, 

Will  make  his  whole  life 

Such  a  scene  of  sad  strife, 
So  filled  with  all  things  viewed  by  him  with  abhorrence. 
That  he'll  envy  the  gridiron  of  martyred  Saint  Lawrence. 

But  e'en  where  Hymen's  golden  reign 
Is  scarcely  touched  by  care  or  pain, 
And  Love  draws  from  a  boundless  hoard 
All  that  affection's  joys  afford. 
And  binds  two  hearts,  as  sovereign  lord. 
Like  wedding  cards  with  silver  cord. 
And  cherub  forms  surround  the  board — 
Who  stuff  their  httle  hungry  stomachs 
With  lumps  of  meat  as  big  as  hummocks, 
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Who  know  not  indigestion's  sigh, 
Think  bilious  headaches  "  all  my  eye,'' 
"  Go  in  "  for  soup,  and  meat,  and  fish, 
And  shove  their  paws  in  every  dish, 
Who  swallow  pickles,  fruit,  molasses. 
And  jams,  and  tarts,  and  pies  in  masses — 
E'en  in  this  home  of  loving  eyes, 
This  soft  and  sugared  paradise, 
Some  luckless  act,  some  word  in  haste, 
Will  give  the  sweet  an  acrid  taste. 
E'en  here  some  biting  wind  will  creep. 
And  fleck  the  sunny  halcyon  deep. 

For  Charley  will  sometimes  make  dinner  late. 
And  Bella  his  spouse  has  no  patience  to  wait. 

So  when  he  does  come. 

She  looks  rather  glum, 

To  a  glance  from  his  eye 

Responds  with  a  sigh. 
And  when  with  the  look  of  a  penitent  sinner 

He  says,  kindly,  but  queer, 

"  Fish  or  soup,  duckey  dear  ?  " 

She  lets  fall  a  big  tear, 
And  faintly  says,  "  Charles  I  sha'n't  take  any  dinner." 
Charley's  "  monkey  "  is  up,  but  he  keeps  temper  down, 
And  cries,  "  Bella,  why  where  is  your  appetite  flown  ?  " 
And  Bella,  with  tears  from  her  soft  eyes  of  blue. 
Says,  "  I  lost  it,  dear,  hours  ago,  waiting  for  you ; 
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I  quite  counted  on  dinner,  'tis  a  treat  to  get  fish, 

And  our  new  cook  has  made  you  your  fav'rite  dish  ; 

And  the  chicken  is  young,  a  regular  tit, 

But  now  I'm  so  faint,  I  can't  eat  a  bit." 

Charley  flares  up  at  this  like  a  new-lighted  rocket. 

He  hadn't  got  fish,  soup,  and  chick,  in  his  pocket ; 

She's  a  fool  thus  to  wait — 

Keep  his  hot  on  a  plate, 
And  then  he  can  have  it,  early  or  late. 
This  is  more  than  enough,  out  flashes  the  storm, 
In  a  truly  furious  feminine  form, 

Sobbing  and  crying, 

Talk  about  dying, 

Hysterical  sighing, 

Whilst  hard  words  are  flying, 
And  when  Charley  advises  that  "  Bella  be  mute," 
Bella  answers  the  thrust  with  "  Charles,  you're  a  brute  !  " 
Then  seizing  the  lamp,  rushes  out  of  the  room. 
And  Charley  sits  down  to  sulk  in  the  gloom. 


O  fools  !  to  trifle  with  their  bliss. 
In  such  a  thorny  world  as  this — 
O  fools  !  to  do  that  love  a  wrong 
Which,  soft  as  music's  sweetest  song. 
Is  yet  than  life  or  death  more  strong — 
O  fools  !  that  holy  love  to  blight. 
Which  shines  in  sorrow's  darkest  night, 
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Shines  with  a  light  to  guide  and  bless 

In  fiercest  toils  of  storm  and  stress — 

That  love,  which  both  in  sun  and  shade 

Makes  ev'ry  path  an  Eden's  glade, 

That  love  which  circles  with  the  year — 

That  notes  and  numbers  ev'ry  tear. 

And  lives  to  cherish  and  to  cheer ; 

That  soothes  with  gentlest  hand  the  brow    . 

All  rugged  from  misfortune's  blow — 

That  watches  o'er  the  couch  of  pain, 

And  smiling,  welcomes  health  again  ; 

That  love,  which  will  all  joys  prolong, 

Make  faintness  bold,  and  weakness  strong, 

Knowing  no  care  for  sordid  pelf. 

And  yet  forgetting  only  self ; 

That  love,  which  dies  not  with  the  breath. 

But  looks  across  the  gulf  of  death, 

And  joyful  knows,  and  feels,  that  there, 

'Neath  brighter  skies,  'mid  scenes  more  fair, 

It  yet  shall  breathe  diviner  air. 

And  hence  from  ev'ry  woe  and  strife. 

Hence  from  this  daily  struggle,  life. 

Shall  bear  the  sacred  name  of  Wife. 

Now,  'tis  very  well  known,  that  matrimonial  storms 
Take  all  sorts  of  shapes,  and  colours,  and  forms, 

And  Admiral  Fitzroy, 

That  knowing  old  boy, 
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Might  as  well,  with  grave  hums, 
Sit  and  twiddle  his  thumbs, 
As  use  gauges  and  drums. 
Or  all  his  storm  signals  set  up  together, 
To  indicate  coming  connubial  weather ; 
For  in  those  atmospheres 
The  wind  so  oft  veers. 
That  water-spouts  and  fierce  gushes. 
Wild  '*  cyclones  "  and  "  down  rushes  " 
With  disturbance  magnetic, 
And  quicksilver  prophetic. 
Join  all  at  once  to  kick  up  a  blether ; 
And  the  storms  are  as  furious, 
As  the  causes  are  curious. 
Be  they  funny  or  finical, 
Saucy  or  cynical, 
Envious  or  jealous, 
Religious  or  zealous, 
Philosophic,  domestic,  scientific,  or  critical ; 
But  strangely  enough,  the  cause  that  bred  strife 
Between  the  Lord  Monson  and  his  famous  wife, 
Was,  on  ev'ry  occasion,  strictly  political. 


King  Charles,  'tis  averred, 
On  Lord  William  conferred 
Lands,  manors,  and  titles. 
Fields,  crofts  and  pightles, 
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With  rentals  enough  to  make  a  man  vain ; 
But  howe'er  that  may  be,  it  is  certainly  plain, 
That  he  made  him  Lord  WilUam  Viscount  Castlemaine. 
"A  prince  can  make  a  belted  knight, 
A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that, 
But  an  honest  man's  aboon  his  might, 

Guid  faith,  he  mauna  fa'  that." 
So  sang  Rob  Burns,  a  king  of  song. 

Though  peasant  only  in  his  status, 
But  gifted  with  a  measure  strong 
Of  genuine  divine  afflatus. 
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And  no  doubt,  when  with  Charles  all  things  went  wrong 

by  turns, 
'Mid  treason  and  dangers,  fights,  flights  and  defections, 
Sentiments  something  like  those  embodied  by  Burns, 
Full  often  pervaded  his  daily  reflections. 
For   'mongst   others  whose   backs   fortune   kindly   had 

patted. 
Who  had  basked  in  court  favour,  laughed,  cheated,  and 

chatted, 
And  when  danger  appeared  had  shamefully  " ratted" 
Lord  Monson,  whose  fortune  the  king  had  supplied, 
Now  readily  left  him  for  Oliver's  side, 
And  just  at  the  very  identical  date 
Of  the  facts  I  am  now  about  to  relate, 
Was  sitting,  despite  all  his  conscience'  sharp  nudges, 
As  one  of  the  king's  political  judges. 
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Now  Lady  M.,  as  you'll  soon  see, 
With  her  husband's  politics  didn't  agree, 
In  fact  she  oft  told  him,  with  very  good  reason. 
That  he  was  a  '•  rat,"  and  was  guilty  of  treason — 
A  sneak,  who  had  run  away  from  his  set — 
And  then  she  bestowed  a  choice  epithet. 
Which,  though  as  deserved  as  any  I've  met, 
Is  one  you'll  remember,  I  choose  to  forget ; 
Then  followed  a  somewhat  ambiguous  threat. 
That  if,  whatever  the  motive  he  might  represent, 
To  attend  the  king's  trial  again  he  was  bent. 
She  would  certainly  find  some  way  to  prevent. 
And  this  she  was  heard. 
By  that  little  bird 
Which  always  is  present  when  mischief  is  stirred, 
'Mongst  other  queer  threat'nings  and  hard  words  to  utter, 
In  a  kind  of  half-whispered,  half-murmuring  mutter. 
That  "  if  you  wish'd  for  the  fun, 
And  didn't  care  when  'twas  done, 
There  were  more  ways  than  one 
Of  killing  a  cat,  than  choking  with  butter." 


No  doubt  it  is  true 

She  was  an  old  "  blue," 
A  regular  Tory,  soul,  body,  and  bones. 
One  who  hated  the  "  yellows,"  whether  sullen  or  merry, 
As  much  as  any  old  Tory  now  living  in  Bury, 
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And  if  she'd  been  married  to  you  or  to  me, 

And  we'd  left  her  own  cause  in  the  lurch,  d'ye  see, 

Had  promised  blue  Buxton,  with  manifold  "  dustings," 

Then  voted  for  Hardcastle  when  at  the  hustings, 

She'd  have  told  us  her  mind  in  words  and  in  tones 

That  never  belong'd  to  temperate  zones, 

And  afterwards  doubtless,  have  "  raddled  our  bones." 

O  sleep  !  thou  art  a  gentle  thing, 
When,  with  soft  floating  darksome  wing. 
Thou  like  a  folding  cloud  com'st  down 
On  king  and  peasant,  prince  and  clown, 
And  without  sense  of  joy  or  pain 
Enfoldest  soul,  and  heart,  and  brain, 
And  boldest  all,  with  influence  blest, 
In  silent,  easeful,  dreamless  rest. 

And  so,  on  that  night  so  big  with  fate. 

When  that  deed  befell  I'm  about  to  relate. 

Lord  Monson  found  it,  as  over  his  pate 

He  drew  a  long  night-cap  at  half-past  eight. 

And  into  a  four-post  bed  of  state 

Jumped  like  a  hunter  over  a  gate. 

And,  taking  no  thought  of  his  sins  without  number. 

Fell  into  a  regular  snoring  slumber. 

Perhaps  I  may 

Here  venture  to  say 
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That  he'd  had  a  very  fatiguing  day, 
Though  that's  a  poor  excuse  by  the  way 
For  a  man  with  grey  hairs 
Running  upstairs 
And  going  to  bed  without  saying  his  prayers. 
In  addition,  I  ought  without  doubt  to  tell, 
That  he'd  had  a  very  late  supper  as  well ; 
I  don't  know  at  what  hour  he  happened  to  dine, 
But  he  drank  after  supper  a  bottle  of  wine  ; 
And  neither  am  I  able  to  say 
Whether  the  wine  was  sack  or  tokay  ; 
But  if  he'd  now  been  living  in  Bury, 
'Twould  have  been  a  good  botde  of  port  or  sherry 
From  Worlledge  and  Cooper,  or  the  Mayors  Mr.  Clay, 
Or  it  might  have  just  come  from  Oliver's  store. 
Or  from  Armstrong  and  Gould's,  which  is  nearly  next 

door. 
By-the-bye,  how  in  Bury  wine  merchants  increase, 
Where  there  was  one  in   a  street,   why  now  there's  a 

lease ! 
It  used  to  be  said  'mongst  dealers  in  pottles, 
'■'■  Never  put  new  wine  into  old  bottles." 
If  the  converse  of  this  proposition  be  true, 
You   shouldn't   look   for  old  wine   'mongst   merchants 
who're  new. 

Be  this  as  it  may 
I  really  must  say 
That  some  long  time  ago,  at  an  earlier  day. 
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When  obliged  'mid  other  young  folks  to  be  merry, 
I've  found,  after  drinking  rich  port,  not  dry  sherry, 

That  old  Bury  wine 

Wasn't  grape  divine. 
But  the  genuine  juice  of  Elder  Berry. 

But  no  more  to  digress,  to  my  tale  I  must  keep — 
I've  said  Lord  William  was  sound  and  deep 
In  a  thoroughly  heavy,  and  snoring  sleep  ; 

But  his  wife,  Lady  M., 

Having  something  to  hem. 
Or  to  make  in  her  ev'ry-day-book  a  long  "  mem." 

'Bout  servants'  affairs, 

Or  housekeeping  cares, 
Was  sitting  up  with  her  maids  in  a  room  below  stairs. 

Now  here  let  me  advise 
All  husbands  who're  wise 
Never  at  night  to  close  their  eyes, 
Or  lay  on  connubial  pillows  their  head, 
Till  their  wives  are  safely  first  in  bed. 
Never  mind  the  excuse 
You  may  have  to  refuse, 
Whether  "In  a  new  dress  some  lace  to  insert. 
Sort  all  the  linen,  or  air  a  clean  shirt, 
To  pray  with  a  saint,  or  a  sinner  convert, 
To  read  a  new  novel,  or  sweep  up  the  dirt ; " 
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All  talk  of  necessity  steadily  scorning, 
Tell  your  wife  to  do  all  her  work  in  the  morning, 
Send  the  household  to  bed,  see  the  doors  are  all  fast, 
Turn  off  the  gas,  and  go  to  bed  last. 

Lady  Monson,  I  said, 

Hadn't  gone  up  to  bed, 

But  taking  for  aids 

Her  three  favourite  maids, 
Was  hard  at  work  in  her  own  little  room. 
Making  two  large  rods  from  a  huge  birch  broom. 

Now  here  I  must  pause, 

And  just  in  the  cause 
Of  good  manners  and  morals,  make  prominent  mention 
That  this  story  is  none  of  my  own  invention. 
And  in  telling  it,  I've  not  the  slightest  intention 
To  publish  a  theory,  establish  a  precedent, 
Or  serve  any  purpose,  good,  bad,  or  indifferent. 

The  facts  all  befell 

Just  as  I'll  tell. 

So  pray  don't  accuse 

My  straightforward  muse 
Of  attempting  a  "  plant,"  or  telling  a  "  cracker," 
As  she  has  historical  vouchers  to  back  her. 

Well,  the  rods  were  made. 
And  in  order  laid, 
Side  by  side  en  the  table  displayed  ; 
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Regular  switches,  tied  tight  at  the  handle, 
Clean  and  round  as  a  long  wax  candle  : 
Then  Lady  Monson,  like  Lady  Macbeth, 
Rose  slowly,  and  spoke  in  an  underbreath  : 

"  One  !  two  !  then  'tis  time  to  do  it — 
No  more  talking,  don't  pooh-pooh  it, 
He's  sound  asleep  as  the  hills  primordial, 
I  gave  him  a  dose  of  '  Godfrey's  Cordial ; ' 
Besides,  at  supper  he  bolted  each  dish. 
He  ate  like  a  tiger,  and  drank  like  a  fish 
Of  rare  rich  wine  both  strong  and  old, 
And  '  what's  made  him  drunk  has  made  me  bold.' 

'  If  done  'twere  well  done — ' 

'Twill  be  capital  fun 

To  see  the  blood  run  ; 

Our  strength  we'll  combine. 

Bring  the  rods  and  the  line ; 
Good  luck  to  our  fishing,  Capricornus'  our  sign — 
We  don't  want  a  light,  we'll  feel  our  way  in  the  gloom, 
So  all  follow  me  now,  like  mice  to  his  room." 

Lord  Monson  slept,  as  I  said  before, 

A  good  sound  sleep  with  a  regular  snore ; 

A  dim  light  fell  on  ceiling  and  floor  ; 

(He  was  burning  that  night 

A  little  rush-light. 
One  of  the  smallest,  in  a  pound  there's  a  score) 
When  some  one  silently  opened  his  door ; 
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And  with  bated  breath  and  cautious  tread, 
The  four  strong  women  stood  round  his  bed. 

In  a  moment  they  seized,  had  him  fast  in  a  trice. 
Like  a  dentist's  forceps  or  blacksmith's  vice ; 
Then,  spite  of  his  shouts,  his  cries  and  alarms. 
In  a  twinkling  they  passed  the  rope  under  his  arms, 

Haul'd  his  shoulders  and  head, 

To  the  top  of  the  bed ; 

Then  as  dangling  he  hung. 

Or  pendant-like  swung, 
In  less  than  no  time,  ten  seconds  at  most. 
They  tied  his  feet  fast  to  the  stout  bedpost. 

Then  Lady  M.,  feeling  what  she  called  "  bolder," 

(When  fighting,  she  was  always  her  own  bottle-holder) 

Roll'd  the  sleeve  of  her  gown  right  up  to  the  shoulder  ; 

And  the  tallest  maid,  Mary  Jane  was  her  name, 

At  her  mistress's  bidding,  did  just  the  same. 

And  each  taking  a  rod,  without  stopping  or  shrinking. 

In  a  moment  laid  on  to  Lord  Monson  "like  winking." 

He  foamed  and  he  tore, 

Jumped,  struggled,  and  swore. 

In  fact  he  said  more, 

In  a  horrible  roar. 
Than  I  could  tell  to  the  audience  I  now  stand  before  ; 
And  no  wonder  either,  he  was  getting  quite  sore  ; 
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He  hadn't  been  hunting,  but  was  "  come  out  in  pink," 

Poor  Lord  Will  was  a  Bill  endorsed  in  red  ink, 

And  a  Bill,  too,  "  dishonoured,"  most  people  will  think ; 

But  his  wife  didn't  seem  in  the  least  degree  spent. 

And  the  thicker  her  blows  fell,  the  faster  her  tongue  went, — 

''  You  sneaking  old  cat. 

Take  that,  and  that ; 

I'll  give  it  you  pat, 

I'll  teach  you  to  rat, 
I'll  beat  you,  till  you're  as  black  as  my  hat ! 
Who  made  you  a  Lord  but  the  gallant  King  Charles  ? 
And  now  you  are  thick  with  the  roundheaded  carles. 

And  that  son  of  a  sewer, 

The  Huntingdon  Brewer ; 
And  a  judge  of  commission  you've  just  been  appointed, 
To  lay  violent  hands  on  the  Lord's  own  anointed  ! 

Do  you  dare  go  again 

'Mongst  those  horrid  men. 
And  I'll  have  you  racked,  hocussed,  boiled,  fried,  and 
jointed  ; 

Don't  say  you  don't  care, 

I'll  lay  your  bones  bare. 
Hit  him  harder  still,  Mary,  you  begin  to  be  shy  at  it ; 
Lay  your  rod  down  and  let  another  one  try  at  it. 

We'll  teach  him  to  lurch 

From  his  king  and  his  church. 
And  we'll  lay  on  till  his  back  and  his  shoulders  are  gory. 
If  he  don't  give  in  at  once  and  say  he's  a  Tory." 
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Well,  now  my  queer  story  is  pretty  well  done, 
Like  Lord  Byron,  "  I  'most  wish  I'd  never  begun," 
For  my  characters  stand  in  such  rich  confusion 
That  I  can't  see  my  way  to  a  telling  conclusion  ; 
And  yet  the  dilemma  is  one  of  "  sensation," 
A  thing  that  is  popular  now  in  the  nation  ; 
And  if  Spanton  could  photograph  neatly  and  nice 
The  position,  'twould  make  him  quite  rich  in  a  trice- 
So  I'll  shortly  adhere, 
Without  hope  or  fear, 
To  my  tale  as  laid  down  in  History's  page, 
And  if  with  such  reading  you  may  wish  to  engage, 
You'll  find  all  the  facts  unvarnished  and  plain, 
Without  moral  reflections,  or  commenting  vain, 
Without  word  of  reproof,  or  fine  special  pleadings, 
In  your  own  "  Suffolk  Archseologic  Proceedings  "  : 
How  that  Lord  Monson  gave  in  at  the  end, 
And  promised  with  unction  his  ways  to  amend  ; 
Didn't  go  the  next  day  the  king  to  condemn, 
But  sat  cozy  at  home  in  his  armchair — ahem  ! 
I  said  he  sat  cozy,  which  means  easy  and  free, 
Which  wasn't  exactly  the  case,  d'ye  see  ? 
And  considering  the  facts,  couldn't  easily  be. 
For  facts  fundamental  with  ease  didn't  agree. 
Here  I'll  stop,  for  facts  and  ideas  are  so  blended, 
That  least  said  on  this  head  will  soonest  be  mended. 

So  Lord  Monson  gave  in  with  a  very  bad  grace, 
Lord  Monson  gave  in,  in  a  rather  queer  case  ; 
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And  no  wonder  either,  he'd  "  swallowed  some  stick," 
And  no  doubt  of  connubial  squabbles  was  sick ; 
His  back  felt  like  one  continuous  suture. 
He  was  jolly  well  sure  of  a  henpecking  future  ; 
His  fate  was  quite  fixed,  and  the  last  die  was  cast, 
He  accepted  his  lot,  and  he  gave  in  at  last. 

And  oft  it  would  be  well  with  us, 
Amid  our  little  strifes  and  fuss. 
If,  when  our  angry  broils  begin. 
Instead  of  fighting  still  to  win. 
We  could  with  better  grace  give  in  : 
Some  friendships  then  would  never  break. 
Some  hearts  would  scarcely  know  an  ache, 
Old  factious  terms  would  never  wake, 
Old  hates  new  forms  would  never  take ; 
But  lasting  friendship's  kindly  tether 
Would  bind  us  closer  still  together. 
And  charity's  diviner  glow 
Would  lighten,  brighten,  all  below. 
Oh  !  try  it,  brothers,  try  it  now, 
'Twill  soonest  smooth  the  angry  brow  \ 
Ne'er  mind  the  fool's  satanic  grin  ; 
Think  not  that  honour  needs  must  win  ; 
If  when  the  bitter  broils  begin, 
You  can,  without  disgrace  or  sin, 
Refrain,  forbear,  give  in — give  in. 
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MORAL. 

Well,  now  for  my  moral,  that's  the  last  rub — 

Tales  always  have  morals,  whether  tales  of  a  tub. 

Tales  social,  religious,  geologic,  triassic, 

Or  ghostly,  poetic,  dramatic,  or  classic, 

So  I  don't  mean  my  tale  in  this  sense  should  miscarry. 

But  following  the  law, 

My  moral  I'll  draw. 
And  address  it  to  young  men,  just  going  to  marry. 
When  with  pockets  in  cash,  and  on  furnishing  bent. 
You  walk  out  with  the  lov'd  one  with  special  intent 
To  rummage  the  stores,  and  inspect  ev'ry  bale, 
Of  Pendred  or  Pettit,  of  BuUen  or  Sale; 

Or  wishing  to  fish 

Some  choice  china  dish, 
Some  statue,  or  picture,  or  ware  called  majolica, 
From  the  stores  of  Geo.  Fenton,  or  Samuel  Walliker ; 
When  you're  buying  a  bedstead — buy  an  Arabian, 
Or  a  Chinese,  a  Spanish,  a  French,  or  a  Suabian, 
Buy  a  truckle,  a  shake-down,  a  stand-on-one-end, 
A  "  gilt-iron  spring  with  swivel-joint-bend," 
Buy  a  hammock,  a  cot,  a  "  north  or  south-coaster," 
But,  rememb'ring  Lord  Monson,  DON'T  BUY  A  FOUR- 
POSTER. 
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THE   HAREBELL. 

There  is  a  little  flower  that  blooms 

By  ev'ry  bank  and  dell ; 
A  slender  stalk  supports  its  head — 

The  sweet  blue  heather-bell.* 

And  not  the  softest  breath  of  spring, 
Nor  summer  sound  can  pass, 

But  shakes  this  little  trembling  bell 
Above  the  still  green  grass. 

And  sometimes,  when  no  sound  is  heard, 

No  breath  is  felt  to  blow, 
This  little  flower  will  rise  and  fall, 

And  vibrate  to  and  fro. 


*  The  heather-  or  harebell,  which  adorns  all  our  lanes  and  banks 
in  autumn  with  its  graceful  cup,  is  so  delicately  hung  that  it  vibrates 
to  the  faintest  breeze  ;  and  even  when  no  wind  is  perceptible  to  the 
senses,  is  seen  to  waver  and  tremble,  as  if  touched  or  pressed  by  the 
passing  footstep  of  some  unseen  being. 
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Who  bends  unseen  this  slender  stalk  ? 

Who  rings  unheard  this  bell  ? 
Some  dwarf  or  sprite  of  olden  faith, 

The  fairy  of  the  dell  ? 

Or  is  it  one  of  that  bright  band 
Which  stands  before  God's  face, 

To  speed  the  errands  of  their  King 
From  world  to  world  in  space  ? 

If  so,  the  step  that  bends  this  flower 
Could  crush  the  knotted  oak  ; 

With  foot  of  fire  could  melt  the  hills, 
And  make  the  mountains  smoke. 
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THE    WILD   FORGET-ME-NOT. 

"  Forget-me-not,  forget-me-not," 
Each  heart  to  heart  is  ever  crying, 

When  sadly  leaving  some  loved  spot, 
Or  when  the  lamp  of  life  is  dying. 

Ah  !  would  we  have,  when  far  away. 

Sweet  thoughts  of  us  our  loved  ones  nourish  ; 

And  when  our  bodies  rest  in  clay. 

Our  mem'ries  as  the  wild-flowers  flourish ; 

Then  should  we,  like  this  modest  flower, 
Most  sweetly  bloom  in  lowly  places. 

And  bring  at  once,  with  innate  power, 
A  happy  gleam  to  humble  faces. 

See,  where  rank  grass  and  weeds  arise, 
These  azure  blossoms  most  abound ; 

One  caught  its  bright  hue  from  the  skies, 
Then  dash'd  the  colour  all  around. 
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So  where  the  weeds  of  error  grow, 

Be  ours  to  scatter  purer  flowers  ; 
Then  airs  of  heaven  shall  softly  blow, 

And  waft  increase,  with  smiles  and  showers. 
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A  UTUMN. 

"  See  the  leaves  around  us  falling  ! " 
Let  them  fall,  the  fruit  is  ripe ; 

They  to  my  clear  eyes  are  calling 
No  sad  tears  for  hope  to  wipe. 

Bud  and  blossom,  springtime's  beauty. 
Summer's  glories, — all  are  gone ; 

Falling  leaves  now  tell  of  duty 

Well  performed,  and  work  well  done. 

'Tis  no  season  for  repining, 
'Tis  a  time  the  heart  to  cheer  ; 

Should  we  now,  in  days  declining, 
Mourn  the  harvest  of  the  year  ? 

Or,  with  sighs  and  wailing  sadness. 
Weep  for  faded  joys  of  youth, 

Whilst  we  can  with  humble  gladness 
Point  to  deeds  of  love  and  truth  ? 
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Faith  in  winter,  Hope  in  spring, 
Both  in  summer  lead  along  ; 

And  'mid  autumn's  glades  we  sing 
Full  Fruition's  grateful  song. 
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FAREWELL    TO    WALES. 

Farewell  to  thee  !  land  of  the  breeze  and  the  mountain, 
Amid  thy  green  valleys  no  more  may  I  stray ; 

No  more  climb  the  hillside,  nor  rest  by  the  fountain 
That  gleams  on  its  brow  in  the  bright  smile  of  day. 

Farewell  to  thee  !  land  of  clear  bright  laughing  waters, 
Sweet  babbling  their  music  by  every  stone  ; 

So  bright  and  so  pure  are  the  eyes  of  thy  daughters, 
So  sweet  are  the  notes  of  their  voices'  soft  tone. 

Farewell  to  thee  !  land  where  the  free  and  the  fearless 
'Gainst  hosts  of  the  tyrant's  have  battled  alone ; 

May  freedom's  blest  smile,  shining  happy  and  tearless. 
Still  light  thy  green  valleys  and  grand  mountain-throne. 

Farewell  to  thee  I  land  where  the  minstrel  has  sounded 
High  strains  that  thrill'd  through  the  great  souls  of  the 
brave, 

And  hearts  to  his  war-song  like  torrents  have  bounded 
As  freely  adown  the  red  slope  to  the  grave. 
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Oh  !  wake  once  again,  mighty  harp  of  old  story, 
And  pour'  in  high  frenzy  thy  wild  notes  along ; 

Arise  once  again,  ye  great  bards,  in  your  glory, 

And  crown  your  loved  land  with  the  splendours  of  song. 

Where,  'neath  the  bold  brow  of  the  high-tow'ring  beacon, 
The  waters  of  Uske  in  the  changing  lights  gleam. 

The  genius  of  song  has  begun  to  awaken, 
A  ray  of  his  glory  just  falls  on  the  stream. 

Oh  !  let  the  notes  gather,  lift  high  their  wild  strain. 
Strike  louder  the  harp  of  your  fathers  with  power. 

And  Cambria's  glad  sons  from  each  valley  and  mountain 
Shall  hail  with  high  welcome  the  joy  of  that  hour. 
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ADDRESS  TO  THE  SEA. 

From  out  thy  waves  at  morn,  his  glorious  head 
The  sun  upHfts  ;  and  when  his  course  is  sped, 
Makes  on  thy  glowing  breast  his  golden  bed, 
O  earth-encircling  sea  ! 

Thy  waters  break  in  foam  round  rock-bound  lands, 
Or  laughing,  in  bright  limpid  happy  bands 
Of  gentle  waves,  dance  over  yellow  sands, 
O  wide  and  varied  sea  ! 

Thou  wrapp'st  thyself  in  tempest  and  in  gloom  ; 
Wild  bowlings  issue  from  thy  night-black  womb, 
That  lifts  a  mountain,  or  wide  yawns  a  tomb, 
O  dark  and  dreadful  sea  ! 

Thou  tak'st  the  mighty  winds  on  to  thy  breast ; 
They  sweep  across  and  break  thy  stillest  rest, 
And  wake  the  huge  wave  with  the  foamy  crest, 
O  wild  and  tossing  sea  ! 


ADDRESS   TO    THE  SEA.  55 

With  perfume  wing'd,  soft  zephyrs  take  their  flight 
Across  thine  azure  bosom  pure  and  bright, 
And  fan  thee  to  a  dreamy  calm  deHght, 
O  happy,  happy  sea  ! 

LuU'd  like  an  infant  on  its  mother's  breast, 
Thy  placid  waters  gently  heave  and  rest. 
Around  thy  smiling  shores  and  islands  blest, 
O  mild  and  lovely  sea  ! 

Long-look'd-for  blessings  float  upon  thy  tide; 
Thou  bring'st  the  wand'rer  to  his  mother's  side, 
The  longing  husband  to  his  lonely  bride, 
O  heart-restoring  sea  ! 

The  good  ship  glides  upon  thy  calm  green  waves ; 
The  sun  sets  red ;  a  wild  tornado  raves; 
The  ship  lies  deep  amid  thy  coral  caves, 
O  smiling,  treach'rous  sea  ! 

The  fisher-girl,  her  sailor-love  to  greet, 
With  eager  eye  thy  dim  expanse  will  meet ; 
Thy  waves  cast  up  his  white  corse  at  her  feet, 
O  cruel,  cruel  sea  ! 

Beneath  the  cliff"  that  rises  huge  and  hoar, 
Thy  vexed  waters  ever  seethe  and  roar, 
And  beat  with  hollow  sound  the  rigid  shore, 
O  drear  and  changeless  sea  ! 
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What  is  it  that  thou  speak'st  in  ev'ry  wave, 
If  wild  thy  waters  roll  or  gently  lave, 
Sigh  in  soft  murmurs  or  in  black  storms  rave, 
O  Poet,  Prophet  sea  ? 

Teach  me  thy  dark  and  mighty  songs  to  sing. 
Loudly  in  ev'ry  ear  thy  voice  to  ring, 
And  home  to  ev'iy  heart  thy  power  to  bring, 
O  everlasting  sea  ! 
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WINTER  :  A  PICTURE. 

Old  Frost  is  come  out  of  his  murky  lair, 
The  icicles  clank  in  his  frozen  hair ; 
He  stretches  o'er  earth  his  long  wither'd  hands, 
And  meadow  and  field  lie  in  iron  bands. 

The  leafless  old  boughs  are  no  longer  bare, 
They  bend  'neath  bright  loads  of  rich  treasure  rare  ; 
Like  silver  they  gleam  'gainst  the  sky's  cold  blue, 
Which  calmly  bends  o'er  with  its  changeless  hue. 

The  river  that  rippled  beneath  the  trees, 
As  sail'd  the  dead  leaf  on  the  wintry  breeze, 
Now  lies,  in  the  gleam  of  the  day's  pure  light, 
Asleep  like  a  giant  in  armour  bright. 

The  huge  old  grey  stone  is  a  silver  block, 
The  green  mossy  bank  a  hard  crystal  rock, 
The  bramble's  brown  leaf  is  a  diamond  spray. 
The  grass  gleams  like  spears  on  a  battle-day. 
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The  brook  that  fell  down  the  side  of  the  hill 
Is  murm'ring  no  more,  but  is  dead  and  still, 
And  o'er  its  steep  path  each  dark  ledge  of  grass 
Down  droops  with  bright  pillars  of  shining  glass. 

The  cottage  is  roof  d  with  long  hoary  hair, 
The  smoke  thinly  curls  in  the  cold  clear  air ; 
And  morn,  when  it  breaks  like  an  opal  pale. 
Sees  breathed  on  each  window  a  fairy  tale. 

A  cloud  now  arises,  sullen  winds  blow, 
Then  fall  the  fast  flakes  of  the  feathery  snow ; 
A  low  sound  is  moaning,  as  fails  the  daylight, 
And  morn  views  earth  clad  in  a  mantle  white. 

It  covers  the  plain  and  rests  on  the  hill, 
And  hides  the  hard  bed  of  the  frozen  rill ; 
No  more  the  stream  shines  in  its  armour  bright. 
But  lies  like  a  corpse  in.  its  shroud  of  white. 

The  trees  are  all  loaded,  the  hedge  bowed  down, 
And  roof  d  with  pure  white  is  the  distant  town  ; 
And  diamond-paned  windows  of  church  and  of  tower 
Are  blended  with  drifts  of  the  silent  shower. 

Field,  streamlet,  wide  plain,  and  far-distant  height, 
Are  hid  'neath  this  mantle  of  stainless  white  ; 
The  sun  never  gleams,  the  winds  lie  at  rest. 
And  winter  reigns  lone  on  the  earth's  pale  breast. 
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RIVER-SIDE  MUSINGS, 

Quiet  eve  succeeds  the  day, 
Breathing  zephyrs  gently  play, 
Rippling  o'er  thy  waters  grey, 
Sluggish  little  stream. 

Gently,  gently,  onward  glide. 
Slowly,  slowly,  moves  thy  tide  ; 
Saunt'ring  by  thy  verdant  side. 
Pleasantly  I  dream. 

Amazon  may  roll  his  floods. 
Surging  past  primaeval  woods. 
Chafing  into  angry  moods 

Ocean's  mighty  tide. 

Better  than  that  warring  scene, 
Do  I  love  thy  placid  mien  ; 
Willows  grey  and  meadows  green, 
Stretching  by  thy  side. 
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Not  a  single  simple  sound 
Floats  along  the  blue  profound  ; 
In  the  air  and  on  the  ground, 
Silence  has  begun 

O'er  all  to  reign.     No,  this  way 
Booms  a  beetle's  drowsy  lay  ; 
Dreamily  it  dies  away 

Towards  the  setting  sun. 

Placid  stream  !    In  childhood's  day, 
Dashing  'mid  thy  waves  to  play, 
Joyously  I  led  the  way. 

Foremost  in  the  rank. 

Or  to  hunt  the  water-hen. 
Braved  the  black  mire  of  thy  fen  ; 
Grasp'd  the  prey,  then  home  again, 
Shouting  'long  thy  bank. 

Gentle,  quiet  little  stream. 
By  thy  side  I  first  did  dream 
Of  that  universal  theme, 

Ardent  youthful  love. 

Musing  here  began  to  ope 
On  my  spirit  rays  of  hope, 
Stern  resolve  with  ill  to  cope, 
And  to  prize,  above 
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Sordid  pelf  and  tinsel'd  toys, 
Pleasure's  light  and  anxious  joys, 
Virtue's  calm  and  equal  poise 
To  the  ills  of  life. 

Little  stream,  thou  art  to  me, 
Friend  and  brother,  nor  can  be, 
In  our  close  fraternity. 

Any  cause  of  strife. 

Though  thou  art  so  still  and  small, 
Few  thee  by  thy  name  can  call ; 
Yet  at  last  thy  waters  fall 
Into  the  wide  sea. 

So  my  name  to  few  is  known. 
And  my  life  is  gliding  down. 
To  that  boundless  vast  unknown 
Gulf — Eternity. 
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SNOW  DON. 

I  STOOD  among  the  crags  of  Snowdon's  crest, 

And  thick  mist  foldings  hid  the  world,  as  death 

Hides  life  that  is  to  be  ;  no  living  breath 

But  mine  was  on  that  mountain's  stony  breast. 

One  cliff  alone  was  left  of  earth,  the  rest 

Submerged  beneath  that  vast  fog-ocean  lay  : 

But  soon  a  light,  transfused  like  breaking  day, 

Began  the  nearest  hillside  to  divest 

Of  its  thick  shroud,  that  rifted  silently. 

The  white  cloud  parted,  and  I  saw  green  hills, 

Glad  valleys,  lakes,  clear  heights,  and  toppling  rills, 

And  far  beyond  the  sunlit  glistening  sea. 

Oh,  could  I  rend  these  earthly  bars,  and  stand 

One  moment  thus  agaze  at  Spirit  Land  ! 
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A  SPRING  MORNING. 

HARDWICK   HEATH,    MAY,    1859. 

Morn  blushes  in  the  orient  sky. 
Like  shower'd  gems  the  dewdrops  lie, 
The  larks  in  ether-fields  on  high 

Their  anthems  sing. 
And  with  each  songster's  joyous  cry 

The  copses  ring. 

Like  veiled  brides  on  either  hand, 
White-robed,  a  radiant  perfumed  band, 
The  blossom'd  thorns  exulting  stand, 

And,  'mid  the  trees. 
Scatter  their  sweetness  through  the  land 

On  every  breeze. 

The  graceful  lady-birch  is  seen. 
Like  maiden  clad  in  misty  green. 
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And  drooping  with  a  pensive  mien, 
Where,  rich  and  rare, 

The  gorse  in  robes  of  golden  sheen 
Admires  the  fair. 

The  silken  beech  in  tow'ring  pride 
Upshoots,  the  scented  May  beside. 
And  wreathes  his  arms  around  his  bride 

And  breathes  her  breath  : 
She,  like  a  true  wife,  will  abide 

His  love  till  death. 

In  scenes  like  these  sweet  Peace  must  dwell, 
And  Love  his  fondest  raptures  tell, 
And  Memory  store  her  wondrous  cell 

With  sounds  and  sights, 
To  cheer  when  storms  of  winter  fell 

Rave  through  the  nights. 

Yet  even  now,  where  mountains  rear 
Their  mighty  heads,  to  guard  from  fear 
Of  northern  winter's  tempest  drear 

A  favour'd  land, 
Does  war  with  sanguine  murder  smear 

The  warrior's  hand. 

And  here,  before  the  summer's  glow 
Has  left  this  place,  war's  rage  may  flow, 
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And  dying  groans  these  groves  may  know, 
And  nameless  wrong 

May  teach  that  welcom'd  death  is  slow 
And  loathed  life  long. 

Forbid  it,  Heaven  !     Oh,  men,  to  arms  ! 

Better  a  life  of  fierce  alarms, 

A  furious  fray  and  deadly  harms, 

A  bloody  grave. 
Than  life  bereft  of  all  life's  charms, 

A  despot's  slave. 

It  cannot  be.     Our  hope  in  fight 
Shall  be  the  patriot's  arm  of  might, 
Raised  in  the  sacred  cause  of  right 

On  his  own  sod  ; 
Our  tower  of  strength  in  every  plight, 

The  patriot's  God. 
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HARD  WICK  HEATH. 

AUTUMN    EVENING,    SUNDAY,    1 85  9. 

Calm  peace  and  holy  stillness  reign  around, 
Like  massive  towers  the  giant  trees  uprise, 
The  withered  leaf  falls  silent  to  the  ground, 
No  sound  in  earth  or  skies. 

Still  is  yon  avenue  of  noble  trees. 

Along  its  solemn  aisle  no  music  floats, 
Nor  notes  of  birds,  nor  merry  hum  of  bees  ; 
There,  myriad  joyful  throats 

In  spring  and  summer  voiced  their  tuneful  themes, 

From  "  jocund  morn  "  until  the  placid  even  ; 
Now,  opening  on  the  western  sky  it  seems, 
A  still  bright  gate  of  heaven. 

The  dark'ning  cedars  seem  to  stretch  and  yearn. 

With  their  long  arms,  into  the  voiceless  air ; 
Silent  the  mighty  elms  you  may  discern — 
Silent,  but  yet  in  prayer. 
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Over  the  still  pool  lean  the  drooping  boughs, 

No  stir  upon  the  leaf  nor  placid  wave ; 

No  saunt'ring  lovers  whisper  tender  vows — 

'Tis  silence  of  the  grave. 

There  is  no  note  of  insect  in  the  grass, 

No  cheerful  chirrup  and  no  faint-borne  hum, 
No  sound  of  rustics  greeting  as  they  pass, 
Nor  steps  that  slowly  come. 

A  perfect  hush  in  Nature  !     Can  it  be 

There  is  no  voice  for  praise  this  sabbath  eve  '^ 
Ah,  yes,  it  comes  ;  soft  from  the  western  sea 
The  gentle  breezes  weave 

Their  airy  dances  through  each  stately  tree, 

And  from  yon  rustling  copse  the  robin's  note 
Thrills  a  pure  song,  that  rises  clear  and  free 
From  out  a  willing  throat. 

0  still  small  voice  !     O  melody  divine  ! 
From  temple,  city  street,  or  rustic  sod. 

Has  any  praise  this  day  as  pure  as  thine 
Gone  up  from  man  to  God  ? 

When  in  the  spring  I  saw  the  flow'ry  May 

Spread  her  gay  mantle  all  these  groves  around, 

1  thought,  that  ere  some  golden  autumn  day 

These  leaves  had  strewn  the  ground, 
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War  with  her  sanguine  footsteps  here  might  tread, 
And  this  green  turf  by  bloody  deaths  be  prest ; 
But  now,  in  perfect  peace,  I  see  instead 
This  robin's  ruddy  breast. 

Not  war  is  here,  with  fiery  blasting  breath, 

But  this  sweet  bird,  which,  when  the  Saviour  died, 
As  legends  tell,  did  mourn  His  cruel  death. 
And  flutter  'gainst  His  side, 

And  on  its  gentle  breast  the  sacred  sign 

Did  bear  away  for  ever.     Lo,  I  hail 
With  joy  this  token  of  that  deed  divine. 
Of  love  that  cannot  fail. 

Fled  is  that  threat'ning  war-cloud's  lurid  night, 
Sunk  as  the  red  sun  sunk  beneath  the  west, 
Just  ere  this  silver  moon  with  purer  light 
Crown'd  yon  tree's  tow'ring  crest. 

So  let,  O  God,  upon  our  sacred  isle. 

The  light  of  peace  arise  and  fill  the  land. 
That  we  may  safely  rest  beneath  Thy  smile, 
Still  guarded  by  Thy  hand. 

And  as  this  cloudless,  shining,  crescent  moon, 

That  fills  with  light  these  dewdrops  on  the  lawn. 
Is  surely  waxing  to  its  perfect  noon. 
So  let  that  great  day  dawn, 
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When  "  knowledge  of  the  Lord,"  now  but  a  rill, 

Shall  burst  its  bounds  and  o'er  earth's  surface  sweep, 
As  ocean's  mighty  rolling  waters  fill 
The  channels  of  the  deep. 

Meanwhile  we  wait,  our  armour  girded  on, 

Not  faint  but  fearless,  not  with  pride  elate ; 
Nor  ours  the  impatient  look  and  frenzied  tone — 
In  hope  and  trust  we  wait. 
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THE  ADVENT   OF  SUMMER 

They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
By  the  shining  river's  brim  ; 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
In  wild  forests  far  and  dim  : 
On  valley,  plain,  and  mountain, 
By  stream  and  lake  and  fountain 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing. 
On  flow'ry  bank  and  rim. 
For  by  the  swallows'  winging, 
And  by  the  wild  birds'  singing, 
They  know  that  summer's  hour 
Draweth  nigh  with  pomp  and  power ; 
And  in  haste,  by  field  and  bower, 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing. 
In  glad  haste  to  welcome  him. 

They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
In  green,  airy,  misty  fold; 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing. 
In  rich  purple  and  in  gold: 
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Where  the  lilac's  hue  is  showing, 
By  laburnum's  yellow  glowing, 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
And  their  glories  are  unroll'd. 
For  the  birch  in  gauzy  wreathing. 
And  the  beech  in  silken  sheathing, 
The  huge  oak  tree  spreading  wide, 
And  the  chestnut  in  his  pride, 
And  the  tall  elms,  side  by  side. 
Have  been  robing,  have  been  robing, 
As  the  summer  days  unfold. 

They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
In  a  soft  and  tender  sheen  ; 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing, 
In  a  bright  and  living  green  : 
Where  the  meadow's  breast  is  fretted, 
Burnish'd  gold  and  silver  netted, 
Swifdy  robing,  swiftly  robing. 
Gladly  robing,  they  are  seen. 
For  they  know,  by  cloud  and  sky. 
That  proud  summer  draweth  nigh, 
And  to  deck  each  glorious  hour. 
And  to  share  his  pomp  and  power. 
In  deep  forest,  plain,  and  bower, 
They  are  robing,  they  are  robing. 
All  in  gold  and  gleaming  green. 
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A    THOUGHT  BY  THE  SEA. 

Oft  'twas  a  thought  of  boyhood's  hours 
That  I  would  win  a  hero's  name, 

And  stand,  'mid  potentates  and  pow'rs, 
Crown'd  with  the  laurel  wreath  of  fame, 

The  mighty  lord  of  some  rich  land 

Won  by  the  strength  of  heart  and  hand. 

Then  fancy  shaped  a  scene  of  charms 
More  glorious  than  the  sunset's  gleam, 

And  Love  stretch'd  out  his  youthful  arms 
To  people  all  that  radiant  dream ; 

Brother  and  friend  I  welcomed  there, 

In  that  dreamland  of  beauty  rare. 

One  form  I  saw  of  perfect  mould — 
A  light  shone  from  her  radiant  brow, 

Like  ebon  night  her  hair's  rich  fold. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  her  robe  of  snow ; 

Where  all  were  fair,  the  fairest  she 

Who  shared  that  fairy  throne  with  me. 
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Far  on  the  dim  horizon  now, 
And  wrapt  in  many  a  misty  fold, 

I  view  that  vision,  fading  low, 

Just  touch'd  with  mem'ry's  tints  of  gold  ; 

Its  purple  cloud  of  glory  fled, 

Its  shapes  of  beauty  cold  and  dead. 

Standing  alone,  midway  in  life, 
I  read  the  record  of  my  years ; 

A  scroll  where  sorrow,  wrought  with  strife, 
Mingles  with  joy,  bedimm'd  by  tears  : 

The  weeds  on  this  lone  beach  that  lie. 

Scarcely  more  worn  and  toss'd  than  I. 

Shade  after  shade  falls  on  the  deep ; 

Night  lies  on  ocean's  heaving  breast; 
Like  murmurs  from  his  misty  sleep. 

The  wavelets  break  and  fall  to  rest : 
So  on  my  life  dark  shadows  lie — 
Frail  as  a  breaking  wave  am  I. 

Still  deep  and  deeper  on  the  wave 

The  thick'ning  black  night  brooding  Hes  ; 

Sad  Nature  sinks  into  her  grave. 

Nor  light,  nor  hope,  in  earth  or  skies. 

What  am  I  on  this  midnight  strand  ? 

Less  than  a  pebble  on  the  sand. 
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Can  this  be  true  ?  is  this  the  end 

Of  all  life's  struggles,  hopes,  and  fears  ? 

For  this  did  grief's  dark  terrors  rend. 
And  joy  shine  o'er  a  sea  of  tears  ? 

To  sink  like  water  in  the  sand, 

Or  fade  like  foam-flake  on  the  strand  ? 

Oh  for  some  light  to  fleck  the  dark  ! 

Some  glimpse  of  that  which  is  to  be  ! 
Some  wings  of  power,  some  Heaven-sent  ark, 

To  bear  me  o'er  this  darksome  sea ! 
'Tis  vain  :  "  No  hope  for  evermore  !  " 
So  sobs  the  sad  wave  'long  the  shore. 

No  light !     O  craven,  abject  soul ! 

No  hope  !     O  self-deceiving  heart ! 
Look  up ;  away  the  black  clouds  roll. 

The  thick'ning  shades  are  rent  apart ; 
And  through  the  boundless  arch  of  night 
The  moon  begins  her  march  of  light. 

Look  up,  look  up  !  the  gulfs  of  night, 
Unnumber'd,  pierce  the  awful  sky, 

Where  myriad  suns  and  planets  bright 
Orb  in  eternal  paths  on  high. 

Oh,  less  than  pebble,  weed,  or  foam. 

Look  up,  and  view  thy  promised  home. 
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Oh,  ne'er  did  dream  of  early  days 

Flash  on  thy  young  entranced  eyes 
Such  homes  of  bliss,  such  shining  ways, 

As  gleam  in  yonder  starry  skies. 
Undying  soul,  immortal  heir. 
Behold  thy  home,  thy  kingdom,  there. 

There,  where  unfading  splendours  shine. 
That  early  loved  one  shalt  thou  meet ; 

The  light  upon  her  head  divine. 
The  spotless  robe  around  her  feet. 

There  learn  the  truths  that  crown  the  whole, 

Eternal  love,  immortal  soul. 


(      76      ) 


WINTER. 

In  winter's  grasp  dead  Nature  lies, 
Her  winding-sheet  a  robe  of  snow, 
An  icy  circlet  on  her  brow. 

Whose  glitter  mocks  her  darken'd  eyes. 

No  more  we  hear  her  joyous  cries, 
At  dawning  day  on  purple  hill ; 
Hush'd  is  her  babble  by  the  rill, 

And  still  her  latest,  faintest  sighs. 

No  changing  look,  no  faltering  tone. 
No  single  sign  or  sound  she  gives ; 
No  token  that  she  faintly  lives ; 

Not  e'en  a  sob  or  broken  groan. 

Dead  heart  within  this  frozen  breast. 
Ice-bound  by  sorrow's  lasting  thrall ; 
Cold  thou  as  Nature  'neath  her  pall. 

But  not  like  Nature  thou,  at  rest. 
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Hopeless,  long  since,  that  aught  could  save, 
Thou  died'st  with  all  thy  joys  and  fears; 
Yet  now  thou  feelest  mem'ry's  tears 

Are  falling  on  thy  moulder'd  grave. 
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BEA  UTY. 

There  is  a  witch  who  lures  my  soul 
(Not  ghastly,  like  the  witch  of  Endor), 

For  'twas  her  wondrous  beauty  stole 
My  heart.     O  God,  be  my  Defender  ! 

Or,  without  power  or  wish  to  rise, 

I  fall  beneath  her  violet  eyes. 

Fain  would  I  meet  the  morn  with  song. 
And  let  night's  wings  with  prayers  be  laden, 

Or  my  rapt  soul  w^ould  join  the  throng 
Of  angels  at  the  gates  of  Aiden, 

Did  not  this  witch  with  lustrous  eyes 

Still  lure  me  from  those  holy  skies. 

And  when  I  seek  the  forest  cell. 

And,  'mid  dark  glens  and  coverts  lonely, 

Strive  all  wild  passion's  powers  to  quell, 
And  live  my  life  in  spirit  only, — 

Light-robed,  she  trips  across  the  shades, 

Her  sweet  laugh  ringing  through  the  glades. 
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LEAVING    ENGLAND    FOR 
SEBASTOPOL. 

WRITTEN    DURING    THE    RUSSIAN    WAR. 

The  good  ship  quivers  on  the  wave's  huge  heave, 

Like  a  slim  willow  in  a  giant's  hand  ; 
And  faster  than  the  scudding  clouds,  we  leave. 

Our  native  land. 

But  now  my  little  sisters  round  me  cried, 

Still  thrills  my  father's  blessing  in  my  ear, 
And  on  my  burning  cheek  is  scarcely  dried 

My  mother's  tear. 

My  heart's  best  treasures  fade  on  yon  dim  shore ; 

Hope,  only  to  this  hour,  one  joy  can  lend. 
We'll  meet  again  !     Perchance  we  meet  no  more 

Till  time  shall  end. 

One  half-hour  since,  between  us  was  a  span, 

That  widen'd  as  the  last  bell  ceased  its  chime ; 
And  now,  no  narrower  passage  parts  us  than 

The  gulf  of  time  ? 
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Away  forebodings,  and  away  false  fears — - 

We  go  to  smite  our  country's  deadly  foe ; 
Perish  faint-hearted  thoughts  and  foolish  tears — 

With  joy  we  go. 

We  go,  on  old  Oppression's  strongest  tower 

To  plant  the  waving  standards  of  the  free, 
And  rouse  the  nations  with  thy  name  of  power, 

O  Liberty  ! 

We  go,  dear  country,  to  uphold  thy  fame, 
And  on  thy  glorious  blazon'd  battle-roll, 
To  write  in  redder  lines  one  other  name — 

Sebastopol ! 


(      8i      ) 


MIDNIGHT. 

Alone,  alone,  at  midnight's  hour, 
That  mystic  time  of  magic  power, 
On  this  bold  crag  I  stand  so  high, 
That  naught  can  claim  my  tranced  eye, 
But  gulfs  of  space  and  spangled  sky. 

Sweet  Hesperus  has  sunk  to  rest, 

Soft  pillow'd  on  her  lover's  breast ; 

Orion  on  his  giant  throne 

Sublimely  gleams,  but  not  alone  ; 

For  from  his  orb,  with  splendours  bright, 

Darting  his  rays  of  colour'd  light, 

Now  white,  now  red,  then  pale  and  green, 

Now  mingling  all  in  lustrous  sheen. 

Speeding  through  space  his  mystic  power. 

Weird  Sirius  rules  the  midnight  hour. 

His  call  the  spirit-worlds  obey — 
Angel  and  sylphid,  sprite  and  fay  ; 
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From  forest,  fountain,  rock,  and  dell, 
From  tiny  dew-dash'd  flow'ret's  bell, 
From  moor  and  mountain,  near  and  far. 
From  planet,  comet,  sun,  and  star. 
Bright  myriads  cleave  the  silent  night, 
And  cluster  round  his  orb  of  light. 

Up,  through  the  starry  gulfs  on  high. 

Uncounted  worlds  bestrew  the  sky. 

And  glorious  forms  with  wings  of  light, 

From  orb  to  orb,  their  shining  flight 

In  lustre  speed ;  some  bright  and  strong. 

On  their  lone  errands  glide  along. 

Unchecked,  resistless,  and  alone, 

High  heralds  from  the  Great  White  Throne  ; 

Some  gather  into  gleaming  bands. 

Countless  as  grains  of  glitt'ring  sands. 

And  weave,  as  intricate  they  fly, 

A  fiery  network  in  the  sky. 

And  all  are  blest ;  no  sadden'd  mien 
Bedims  the  radiance  of  the  scene. 
All  shapes  of  loveliness  are  there — 
The  grand,  the  solemn,  glad,  and  fair ; 
All  hues  of  beauty,  forms  of  grace, 
The  tender  eye,  the  shining  face. 
Countless,  sublime,  they  glance  and  gleam, 
An  endless,  radiant,  rolling  stream  ; 
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In  shining  waves,  meand'ring  round 
The  gulfs  that  pierce  the  vast  profound. 


These  scenes  to  grosser  mental  ken 
Shall  be  unveil'd  ;  ah,  when  ?  ah,  when  ? 
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WAKING. 

What  is  this  that  tears  my  soul, 
Scathes  Hke  touch  of  burning  coal, 
Wakes  me  like  the  thunder's  roll  ? 

Ever,  with  a  piercing  smart, 
Quicker  beats  my  troubled  heart, 
Till  the  scalding  tear-drops  start. 

'Tis  my  spirit,  ranging  round 
This  clay  mansion's  narrow  bound. 
Finding  neither  voice  nor  sound. 

Fain  it  would  in  numbers  tell 
'AH  the  mighty  thoughts  that  dwell, 
Silent,  in  its  wondrous  cell  ; 

All  the  faintly  whisper'd  things 
Which  the  lone  night's  shadow  brings- 
Sister  spirits'  communings ; 
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All  the  noonday  visions  fair 
Floating  in  the  summer  air, 
Which  the  cloud-built  castles  bear ; 

Every  passion  hearts  can  know, 
Heights  of  joy  and  depths  of  woe, 
Far  as  inner  sight  can  go. 

Lord,  my  eager,  fierce  desire 
Is  to  wake  the  poet's  lyre, 
Ranging  chords  with  touch  of  fire. 

Then  my  soul  with  joyous  spring. 
Sweeping  o'er  the  trembling  string, 
Loudest  would  Thy  glories  sing. 
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ASPIRATIONS. 

« 

Standing  by  the  river's  side, 
Watching  shallow  waters  glide, 
Gleaming,  crystal,  golden,  dun. 
Flashing  to  the  setting  sun, 
Winding  slow  by  glist'ning  ways 
Far  into  the  distant  haze,- — 
Fain  my  longing  soul  would  glide 
Down  that  smooth  and  glancing  tide, 
E'en  beyond  the  purple  west. 
Where  the  clouds  of  evening  rest ; 
Deep  into  that  tranquil  sky 
Where  the  rose-wing'd  angels  fly ; 
Out  beyond  the  bounds  of  night, 
Soaring  in  eternal  light. 

Gazing  on  the  silent  sky 
When  the  midnight  hour  is  nigh, 
Straining  utmost  sight  to  scan 
Limit  to  the  wondrous  plan, 
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Watching  stars  and  systems  roll, 
Filling  heaven  from  pole  to  pole, 
Keeping  still  their  stately  march 
Ever  round  the  boundless  arch, — 
Something  in  my  bosom  cries, 
"  'Tempt  the  flight  to  yonder  skies  ; 
Brook  not  here  a  longer  stay, 
Grov'ling  in  this  house  of  clay ; 
Upward  take  thy  rapid  flight, 
Through  the  blue  dome's  arched  height, 
'Mid  those  cluster'd  worlds  of  light." 

List'ning  music's  mazy  sound 
Stealing  from  "  far  coverts  round," 
When  each  summer  note  is  still. 
And  on  distant  misty  hill 
Stands  the  moon  with  shining  feet, 
Just  where  earth  and  heaven  meet ; 
Speech  is  hush'd,  and  not  the  ear 
Seems  that  mystic  strain  to  hear; 
But  within  the  bosom  deep, 
Waking  from  long  years  of  sleep, 
Spirits  answer  to  the  strain, 
Follow  over  hill  and  plain, 
EVry  faint  and  winding  note. 
Nearer  now,  then  more  remote ; 
Scale  with  them  the  bended  sky, 
Trembling  with  their  ecstasy; 
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Feel  their  anguish  and  their  fire, 
Fall  with  them,  with  them  expire. 

Longings,  sighings,  unexprest, 
Tenants  of  my  teeming  breast ; 
Vague  and  dreamy,  fond  desires, 
Rising,  when  the  soul  aspires 
This  frail  tenement  to  rend, 
And  with  sister  souls  to  blend  : 
Never,  never  from  me  part, 
Never  leave  my  yearning  heart, 
Till  from  hence  my  spirit  flies, 
And  in  yonder  steadfast  skies, 
'Mid  the  light  of  angels'  eyes, 
Rises,  crown'd  and  bless'd  and  free. 
Robed  with  immortality. 


(      S9      ) 


UPON  AN  ETRUSCAN    TOMB  IN    THE 
HALL  OF  HARD  WICK  HOUSE. 

Old  tomb,  two  thousand  years  have  fled 
Since  mourner's  tears  were  on  thee  shed, 
And  first  'neath  thee  the  mighty  dead 

In  silence  lay ; 
How  oft  since  then  the  stars  have  kept 
Their  watch  o'er  thee,  and  dews  have  wept, 
Whilst  silver  moonbeams  on  thee  slept 

With  placid  ray! 

Thou  bring'st  a  voice  from  out  those  years — 
A  voice  that  speaks  to  human  ears 
Of  tender  love  and  trembling  fears  ; 

E'en  now  'tis  here, 
By  thee  borne  o'er  that  gulf  of  time  ; 
From  distant  land  and  sunny  clime. 
It  comes,  a  murm'ring,  solemn  chime. 

Low,  sweet,  and  clear. 
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Graved  on  thy  stone,  a  victim,  low 
Bending  before  an  angry  foe. 
Meekly  awaits  the  fatal  blow 

From  vengeful  hand ; 
But  ere  the  blade  his  life  can  harm, 
A  woman,  graced  with  beauty's  charm. 
Arrests  the  savage  warrior's  arm 

With  mercy's  hand. 


Ah,  yes,  two  thousand  years  ago 
Life's  stream  was  shaded  in  its  flow 
By  giant  growths  of  sin  and  woe  ; 

And  woman's  love 
Could  then,  as  well  as  now,  I  deem, 
Part  the  dark  boughs  that  block'd  the  stream, 
And  let  the  light  of  heaven  gleam 

Clear  from  above. 


O  ancient  stone  !  thy  tale  is  old 
As  that  deep  sleep  whose  sable  fold 
Bound  Adam  in  its  torpid  hold, 

When,  as  he  lay, 
Our  God  from  out  His  creature's  side 
Moulded  a  fairer  for  his  bride 
With  him  in  grief  and  joy  to  'bide, 

Till  life's  last  day. 
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For  then  began  the  powers  of  Ufe, 
With  wild  and  sweet  emotions  rife 
(Strong  love,  not  free  from  sense  of  strife 

And  wiles  of  art), 
To  pulse  for  time's  successive  years, 
Through  that  great  fount  of  hopes  and  fears, 
Of  mercy's  deeds  and  pity's  tears, 

A  woman's  heart. 


O  timeworn  tomb  !  thy  tale  is  new — 

New  as  the  freshly  falling  dew, 

Or  yon  sweet  bud  this  morn  that  grew 

A  perfect  flower ; 
New  as  the  babe  that  smiling  lies 
Upon  the  heart  whose  agonies 
Gave  him  the  light  within  his  eyes, 

This  very  hour. 


Yes,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
To  cherish,  comfort,  help,  and  save ; 
With  smiles  to  cheer,  or  tears  to  lave 

Dull  sorrow's  smart  ; 
On  life's  bare  path  fair  flowers  to  throw ; 
To  gild  the  leaden  front  of  woe. 
And  light  with  hope  Death's  pallid  brow, 

Is  woman's  part. 
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O  flower  !  whose  fruit  shall  gleam  in  skies 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  weeping  eyes, 
Where  anger's  arrow  never  flies, 

Nor  pain's  keen  dart ; 
O  mighty  power !     O  gentle  dove  ! 
Sweet  spirit  gliding  from  above  ! 
Bright  fountain  fiU'd  with  God's  own  love  ! 

O  woman's  heart ! 


DUTY. 

Deem  not  that  all  paths  of  Duty 

Find  at  last  that  palace  fair, 
Where  enthroned  sit  Wealth  and  Beauty, 

Purple-robed,  with  golden  hair. 

Not  in  all  the  homes  of  sorrow, 
Will  Joy  soon  delight  to  dwell ; 

Brighter  suns  may  not  to-morrow 
Long-prevailing  clouds  dispel. 

Hope  not  that  applauding  faces 
Wait  to  bless  each  honest  deed  ; 

Honour's  robes  and  courtly  places 
Are  not  always  Virtue's  meed. 

Think  not  ever  silken  Pleasure 
Will  reward  the  wise  and  good ; 

Toil  not  always  ends  in  leisure, 

Though  the  brow  sweat  drops  of  blood. 
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Love  the  good  for  its  own  beauty ; 

Fight  with  evil,  crush  it  down  ; 
Be  thy  guardian  angel  Duty — 

Thine  shall  be  the  victor's  crown. 

Follow  Duty  ;  she  may  guide  you 
Far  from  comfort's  pleasant  bound  ; 

Shadows  dark  as  night  may  hide  you, 
Grisly  spectres  gibber  round. 

"  Through  the  day,  across  the  morrow," 
Life  may  show  no  help  to  save. 

Till  thy  dark-robed  sister  Sorrow 
Ope  the  portals  of  the  grave. 

Then,  on  that  grim  gateway  flashing, 
Light  from  God  shall  round  thee  shine  ; 

Haggard  eye  and  forehead  dashing 
With  a  glory  all  divine. 

And  that  radiance  ever  growing, 
Gleaming  through  the  heavens  afar, 

Shall  make  thee  in  beauty  glowing. 
As  the  sons  of  glory  are. 
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OUTSIDE  PARADISE. 

In  dreams  I  join  an  angel  band  ; 
Swift  as  the  light  we  cleave  the  air; 
We  reach  a  shining  heavenly  land, 
And,  like  a  spirit  nurtured  there, 
I  wander  in  its  fragrant  bowers, 
I  breathe  the  incense  of  its  flowers, 
I  sit  by  flowing  crystal  streams. 
That  flash  in  light's  undying  beams. 
Or,  wrapt  in  ecstasy,  I  stand 
Upon  the  far-stretch'd  gleaming  strand. 
And  list  the  echoes  of  the  eternal  hymn, 
Chanted  before  the  throne  by  seraphim ; 
While,  with  its  countless,  cluster'd,  starry  isles, 
Space,  like  a  sunlit  ocean,  hears  and  smiles. 

I  wake  and  find  earth  keeps  me  still. 
Still  round  me  cares  and  woes  abide ; 
The  eternal  streams,  the  heavenly  hill, 
No  longer  mine — I  am  outside  ; 
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A  wayworn  wanderer  I  roam, 
Outside  my  rest,  outside  my  home. 
The  craggy  track,  the  flinty  road, 
The  crumbling,  clay-built,  poor  abode. 
Or  prison  chains  that  round  me  twine. 
Their  weight  and  pain  are  mine,  are  mine. 
Instead  of  that  bright  land  of  fadeless  bliss, 
Where  joy  and  peace  with  one  eternal  kiss, 
Undimm'd  by  care,  untouch'd  by  earthly  ills, 
Brood  o'er  the  placid  vales  and  happy  hills. 

Was  that  land  mine  ?     Did  there  my  soul, 
Once  in  that  pure,  ethereal  air. 
Its  heavenly  accents  upward  roll 
In  harmonies  of  song  and  prayer. 
Glide  through  its  fields  of  light  divine, 
Its  wreaths  of  amaranth  entwine  ? 
If  not,  why  now,  when  spring  returns. 
And  living  nature  glows  and  burns 
(Thrills  the  faint  heart  with  violets'  blue,. 
Or  glads  it  with  the  kingcups'  hue). 

Why  now  will  Mem'ry  in  her  misty  cell, 

Of  brighter  scenes  than  these  my  spirit  tell  ? 

Why  make  my  soul  less  willing  here  to  bide  ? 

Why  tell  her  strongly  now^  she  is  outside  ? 
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Dear  wife,  if,  when  the  dusk  is  come, 
And  quiet  rules  the  darkling  street, 

And  winds  from  new-mown  meadows  round, 
Waft  through  the  town  their  odours  sweet ; 

Should  I,  as  I  did  years  ago. 

Seek  with  swift  step  your  dear  old  home, 
And  find  you  at  the  garden  door, 

And  take  your  hand  and  with  you  roam 

Beneath  the  broad-leaf'd  hazel  boughs. 
Where  ling'ring  dwelt  the  breath  of  flowers 

That,  raised  and  tended  by  your  care, 
Made  Eden  of  your  garden  bowers  ; 

And  from  the  heart  of  that  lone  shade, 
So  deep  and  cool,  so  dark  and  still, 

The  nightingale  with  pulsing  song 
The  silent  breast  of  night  should  fill ; 

H 
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Should  I,  as  I  did  years  ago 

(Your  little  hand  in  mine  close  prest), 

Feel  that  the  music  at  my  heart 
Was  throbbing  also  in  your  breast  ? 

Would  now  the  moments  tranced  in  bliss 
Slide  past  without  a  note  of  flight  ? 

And  sense  be  closed  to  outward  things, 
As  darkness  shuts  the  eye  from  sight  ? 

Would  now  our  spirits,  self-enwrapt, 
Light  floating  on  joy's  purple  wings, 

Feel  that  within  themselves  they  held 

The  source  of  pleasure's  deathless  springs  ? 

Would  now  great  bliss  surcharge  my  heart, 
And  ecstasy  no  tongue  could  speak. 

Come  on  the  gentle  breeze  that  blew 
A  vagrant  curl  against  my  cheek  ? 

Ah,  wife,  I  fear  these  gleams  are  gone, 
Each  purple  hue,  each  varied  dye ; 

These  flowers  of  life  all  scentless  now. 
Like  bleach'd  and  wither'd  violets  lie. 

The  shining,  airy  forms  of  light. 

That  fixed  hope's  eyes  in  youth's  swift  years, 
Slain  in  life's  battle  one  by  one, 

Gleam  only  now  through  mem'ry's  tears. 
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■    Then  what,  dear  wife,  would  be  our  joy, 
If  now,  clasp'd  hand  in  hand,  we  stood, 
And  heard  the  love-lorn  bird  of  night 

Thrill  his  song-gushes  through  the  wood  ? 

Is  Nature  less  to  us  than  when 

Our  feet  first  brush'd  youth's  flowery  shore  ? 
Ah,  no  !  our  love  grows  with  our  life  ; 

We  live  to  love  her  more  and  more. 

More  dear  to  us  the  wakening  spring, 

The  dewdrop  cradled  in  the  flower, 
The  glory  of  the  summer  noon. 

The  soothing  of  the  evening  hour. 

Our  passions  sway'd  by  gentler  moods. 

Our  pulses  stirr'd  by  holier  springs  ; 
Her  children  mother  Nature  claims, 

And  with  herself  our  being  rings. 

We  know  those  rosy  mists  of  youth, 

That  far  and  dim  behind  us  lie. 
Are  gone  for  ever,  and  we  stand 

Beneath  a  keener,  purer  sky. 

Much  have  we  lost,  but  more  have  gain'd  ; 

The  bliss  so  full  that  verged  on  pain 
We  know  not,  but  we  feel  and  hold 

"  A  larger  heart  and  nobler  brain." 
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And  love  that  grasps  creation's  plan 
(From  frailest  weed  and  lowliest  thing, 

To  stream  and  mountain,  sun  and  star) 
Begins  to  still  our  souls,  and  bring 

Thought,  aspiration,  strong  desire, 
Dimly  to  know  a  higher  state 

Than  purest  youth  could  ever  see. 
Or  brightest  fancy  e'er  create. 

Just  imping  spirit  wings,  we  stand 
Still  dazzled  by  the  rising  day. 

But  in  the  glowing  light  Faith  stands 
An  angel  in  the  radiant  way. 

To  cheer  with  his  eternal  word. 
To  ope  to  us  the  silent  sky, 

Where  ceaseless  joys  are  ever  new, 
Are  ever  born,  but  never  die. 
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ON   THE   DEATH  OF  MY  LITTLE  DOG. 

Fall,  ye  leaves  of  autumn,  fall ! 
Golden,  crimson,  purple,  red. 
Be  your  painted  glories  shed — 

Pepper's  dead  ! 
Fall  by  croft  and  garden  wall, 
Fall  by  meadow  margin  wide, 
Fall  by  sullen  river's  side, 
Fall  whilst  wild  winds  loudly  rave, 
Fall  upon  her  lonely  grave. 
Closely  lie  around  her  head, 
Fall !  oh,  fall !  for  Pepper's  dead. 

Little  children  at  the  gate. 
Vainly,  vainly,  you  may  wait — 

Pepper's  dead  ! 
Slowly,  sadly,  pace  away ; 
Death  has  touch'd  us  here  to-day, 
I'a'en  your  playmate,  stopp'd  your  play — • 

Pepper's  dead ! 
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Never  more,  with  frolic  glee, 
Little  Pepper  will  you  see, 
Dancing  round  with  jollity ; 
Never  more,  with  mimic  dread, 
From  her  wrath  with  shouting  flee — 
Pepper's  dead ! 

Little  children,  do  not  stay; 
Death  has  touch'd  us  here  to-day! 
Cold  your  playmate  lies  in  clay, 
Green  sods  laid  above  her  head  : 
Leave  us  now — for  Pepper's  dead  ! 

Ties  that  bind  to  earth  are  slender, 
Ti^s  of  love  are  very  tender. 

One  is  broken ; 
One  dear  loving  life  has  fled. 
Low  is  laid  a  faithful  head — 

Pepper's  dead  ! 
'Tis  no  great  heart-breaking  woe. 
Yet  'tis  sadness,  and  I  know 
'Tis  a  token. 
That  another  bond  is  gone. 
And  on  earth  I'm  more  alone. 
More  alone,  since  it  was  said, 

"  Pepper's  dead  !  " 

Life  has  lost  her  gleaming  eyes. 
Glancing  round  with  glad  surprise ; 
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All  her  faithful  loving  ways, 
All  her  many  pranks  and  plays, 
All  her  gleesome,  gladsome  days. 

Only  my  poor  dog  is  gone, 
Yet  I  know  I'm  more  alone ; 
Something  from  my  life  has  fled. 
Something  lies  beside  her  head, 
Still'd  for  ever  in  her  bed ; 
This  I've  known  since  it  was  said, 
"  Pepper's  dead !  " 
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I  lean'd  upon  the  garden  wall, 

The  queen  of  night  rode  high, 
The  soft  wind  through  the  poplar  trees 

Stole  like  a  lover's  sigh. 
Sweet  marjoram  and  mignonette 

Breathed  upward  through  the  night. 
And  every  blade  and  leaf  was  set 

With  dewdrop  diamonds  bright. 

"  O  heart,"  said  I,  "  you  love  this  scene, 
This  night  so  bright  and  calm, 

That  whisper  'mid  the  poplar  leaves 
These  flowers'  breath  of  balm. 

Then  why  so  sad,  O  heart  ?  "  said  I ; 
"  Why  sink  so  in  my  breast  ? 

Why  prompt  this  frequent  rising  sigh, 
When  you  in  joy  might  rest  ?  " 
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My  heart  replied,  "  I  love  this  hour, 

So  tranquil  and  so  bright; 
I  love  the  jewel-sprinkled  leaves, 

The  flowers'  dear  breath  at  night : 
But  more  I  love,  than  night  or  day, 

To  feel  one  true  heart  beat. 
That  one  dear  heart  is  far  away, 

And  naught  to  me  is  sweet." 


"  What  would  you  say,  O  heart,"  said  I, 

"  If  that  dear  heart  were  near ; 
If  she  were  standing  by  my  side. 

And  now  your  voice  could  hear  ? 
What  would  you  say  of  this  sweet  night, 

This  moonlight's  silver  glow, 
These  sparkling  leaflets'  dewy  sheen, 

This  wind  so  soft  and  low  ?  " 


Then  heart  replied,  "Oh,  I  would  say — 

Look  round,  look  up,  dear  love ; 
Look  at  this  glitt'ring  earth  below, 

Look  at  that  light  above. 
Oh,  this  shall  fade,  and  that  shall  change, 

Beneath  Time's  closing  fold, 
But  we,  in  all  the  eternal  range, 

We  never  shall  grow  old. 
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"  But  link'd  by  love,  on  earth  that  grew, 

By  love  that  grew  with  truth, 
Though  stars  grow  old  and  planets  fail, 

Still  ours  shall  be  sweet  youth. 
So  held,  together  will  we  fly 

(Nor  for  one  moment  sever) 
From  isle  to  isle,  in  yon  sweet  sky, 

For  ever  and  for  ever." 


(      I07     ) 


VENUS  AND  JUPITER. 

Far  in  the  calm  and  crimson  west 
The  star  of  love  sinks  low ; 

What  angel-forms  and  visions  blest 
About  her  beauty  glow  ? 

Stay,  shining  world  of  love  and  light ; 

Leave  not  my  hopeless  years  ; 
Leave  not  my  soul  to  sombre  night, 

To  darkness  and  to  tears. 

The  splendours  fade,  the  colours  die, 
They  fail  before  my  sight ; 

The  star  of  love  sinks  silently — 
I  am  alone  with  night. 

So  from  my  life  the  glow,  the  gleam. 
Of  hope  and  love  are  gone ; 

I  stand,  just  waken'd  from  a  dream, 
Bewilder'd  and  alone. 
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I  turn  to  the  o'erarching  sky, 

My  look  cleaves  though  the  night ; 

I  see  a  radiant  form  on  high, 
An  orb  of  living  light. 

Great  Jupiter  !  thy  vivid  rays 

Revive  my  dying  heart ; 
Hope  gilds  again  my  coming  days, 

The  clouds  begin  to  part. 

Emblem  of  purity  and  power, 
And  life  that  will  not  die ; 

I  feel  thy  holy  influence  shower 
Down  from  thy  native  sky. 

Led  by  thy  light,  I  yet  may  know 
Bright  days  and  happy  years ; 

And  hear,  whilst  walking  earth  below, 
The  music  of  the  spheres. 

I  yet  may  touch  some  noble  string, 

With  joyful,  eager  hand 
Wake  a  sweet  harp  with  power,  and  ring 

The  glad  notes  through  the  land. 

Then,  though  my  days  be  dark  and  few. 
Though  life  be  link'd  with  pain, 

And  tears  fall  thick  as  moonlight  dew, 
I  shall  not  live  in  vain. 
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THE  OLD  CHURCHYARD, 

BURY  ST.  Edmund's. 

Grave  of  our  fathers  !     Death's  own  field  ! 
Sad  reahii  where  terror's  king  did  wield 

His  sceptre  dread  ! 
No  longer  here  shall  sorrow  sow 
Her  bitter  tears,  nor  sable  woe 
Here  lead  the  sad  procession  slow, 

With  solemn  tread ! 

Unstirr'd  the  turf  upon  thy  breast. 
Unbroken  be  thy  holy  rest, 

By  night  and  day ; 
Nor  aught  disturb  thy  slumbers  cold, 
Till  time's  last  wave,  with  gath'ring  fold, 
Upon  th'  eternal  shore  has  roll'd. 

And  died  away. 

Softly  to  thee  let  smiling  spring 
The  daisy  and  the  primrose  bring 
And  southern  breeze 
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The  sweet  rain  bear,  that  gently  cleaves 
The  humid  air,  whilst  summer  weaves 
Her  own  green  robes  of  damask  leaves 
On  these  old  trees. 

Let  autumn  glowing  rich  and  deep, 
From  gentle  hands  on  thy  long  sleep 

Her  leaves  let  fall ; 
Let  winter  dirges  o'er  thee  sing, 
And  wake  his  wild  harp's  grandest  string. 
When  clouds  on  driving  north  winds  bring 

Thy  stainless  pall. 

Here,  let  not  mirth  its  jests  intrude. 
Nor  busy  man  with  labour  rude 

Profane  thy  sod ; 
But  let  the  child  with  rev'rent  dread 
Be  taught  thy  grassy  paths  to  tread, 
And  call  thy  homes  of  crowded  dead 

The  ground  of  God. 

Sleep  on  ;  from  yonder  hoary  piles, 
The  grand  bones  of  once  sacred  aisles, 

A  thousand  years 
Look  down  on  all  thy  ranks  of  dead. 
And  number  ev'ry  mould'ring  head 
Low  lying  in  its  narrow  bed, 

Once  damp'd  with  tears. 
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Thy  ranks  of  dead  ?  ay,  closer  piled 
Than  autumn  leaves  in  wood-walks  wild 

That  fall  to  die  ; 
Noble  and  peasant,  knight  and  page, 
The  poet,  painter,  monk,  and  sage, 
Swept  by  time's  hand  from  ev'ry  age, 

Here  gather'd  lie. 

Oh,  guard  them  well,  for  ev'ry  head. 
Since  first  the  dying  laid  their  dead 

Beneath  thy  sod. 
Shall  be  required  of  thy  cold  hand, 
When,  gather'd  from  the  sea  and  land. 
The  great  and  small  shall  living  stand 

Before  our  God. 

How  many  hearts  have  parted  here, 
When  from  dark  homes  the  darker  bier 

Its  pale  load  bore  ! 
Parted,  in  sorrow's  gushing  rain, 
Parted,  in  heaven  to  meet  again — 
Great  God  !  did  any  part  in  pain, 

To  meet  no  more  ? 

Sleep  on,  in  many  distant  lands — 
Australia's  clime  or  Indian  strands, — 

By  stream  or  sea, 
Oft  some  lone  heart  at  midnight's  hour 
Will  homeward  fly  with  niem'ry's  power 
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And,  shunning  well-known  home  or  bower, 
Will  turn  to  thee. 

Sleep  on,  whilst  human  joys  and  fears, 
Sleep  whilst  the  days  and  nights  and  years 

Of  time  shall  last ; 
Wake,  as  the  last  hour  slowly  dies ; 
Wake,  when  the  awful  morn  doth  rise  ; 
Wake,  when  loud  peals  through  earth  and  skies 

The  trumpet's  blast. 
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THOUGHTS  IN  A  NEW  CEMETERY. 

Oft  have  I  wander'd  here,  when  morn 

With  golden  shafts  did  pierce  the  night ; 
The  sweet  lark  waking  'mid  the  com, 

To  song  and  light. 

On  balmy  bank  in  grassy  nook, 

Bright  lay  the  dewdrops  glitt'ring  fair, 
Pure  gems  which  ebon  midnight  shook 

From  her  dark  hair. 

Ah  !  never  more,  on  this  hill's  crest, 

Shall  autumn's  golden  harvest  wave  ; 
See,  where  thy  careless  foot  doth  rest, 

A  new-made  grave. 

Here  shall  no  purple  cornflowers  fade, 

No  reaper  breathe  noon's  sultry  breath  ; 
This  field  a  garner-house  is  made 

For  reaper  Death, 

I 
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Here  shall  the  tomb  weeds  rankly  grow, 
Here  woe  shall  walk  with  dismal  fears, 
And  oft  the  tall  green  grass  shall  bow 

With  widow's  tears. 

Here  shall  the  husband  leave  his  wife ; 

In  this  cold  hillock's  sullen  breast, 
Leave  her,  the  sunshine  of  his  life. 

In  Death's  dark  rest. 

The  mother  here  shall,  in  the  ground. 
See  her  pale  babe  all  lonely  prest ; 
That  babe,  who  ne'er  had  pillow  found 

But  on  her  breast. 

Through  the  long  stretch  of  coming  years. 
Here  shall  the  living  leave  their  dead  ; 
Thy  earth,  dark  home  of  future  tears, 

With  awe  I  tread. 

Great  spring  of  grief,  wide  grave  of  hope, 

Dark  house  'neath  sorrow's  sullen  sway ; 
Shall  thy  damp  vault  walls  never  ope 

To  light  and  day  ? 

Must  we  o'er  thy  sad  portal  grave 

What  Dante  read  on  hell's  grim  gate  ? 
Hast  thou  no  hope  to  help  or  save, 

O  Death  and  Fate  ! 
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Lo  !  on  the  wings  of  faith  upborne, 

My  spirit  flies  through  time's  long  night, 
And  sees  the  breaking  of  a  dawn 

In  awful  light. 

From  the  empyrean's  utmost  bound, 
A  myriad  dazzling  host  descends  ; 
With  thunder's  crash,  a  trumpet's  sound, 

The  round  earth  rends. 

Wide  yawn  the  graves,  light  shapes  ascend, 

With  joy  or  terror  in  their  eyes ; 
In  shadowy  groups  they  form  and  blend, 

Whirl'd  to  the  skies. 

Like  changing  clouds  the  air  they  fill. 

Swift  rising  from  the  teeming  sod, 
Whilst  louder,  louder,  waxes  still 

The  trump  of  God. 
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FLOWERS  ON  GRAVES. 

Last  year,  roll'd  round  this  green  hill's  crest 

The  harvest's  laden  waves  ; 
This,  chequers  all  its  verdant  breast 

With  tombstones  and  with  graves. 
Here  lies  a  parent's  rev'rend  head, 
And  there  that  little  narrow  bed 

An  infant  form  receives  ; 
In  furrows  long  this  gentle  hill. 
They  show  how  quickly  Death  can  fill 

His  harvest-house  with  sheaves. 

Up  from  the  town  life's  murmurs  come, 
Life  with  life's  cares  combined ; 

And  sounds  of  mirth  from  pipe  and  drum 
Are  passing  on  the  wind. 

Hard  by,  ten  thousand  pulses  beat, 

Ten  thousand  hearts  with  passion's  heat 
Now  heave  and  throb  and  thrill ; 
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A  few  short  years  shall  come  and  die, 
And  all  that  fervid  life  shall  lie 
Cold  round  this  grassy  hill. 

Yes,  mark  it  well,  the  grave  is  home, 

Howe'er  your  lot  be  cast ; 
Though  far  through  life  you  live  and  roam, 

The  grave  is  home  at  last. 
A  home  of  sleep  or  changeless  woe  ? 
A  myriad  voices  answer,  No  ! 

From  all  earth's  peopled  sod  ; 
But  one  clear  No  is  heard  to  fall, 
Strong,  sweet,  and  sure,  among  them  all  : 

It  is  the  voice  of  God. 

Our  life  is  changeful  as  the  hours. 

Changeless  the  grave  as  God  ; 
Then  why  with  tawdry  fading  flowers 

Profane  its  sacred  clod  ? 
What  is  thy  faith  ?     This  is  the  gate 
Where  all  thy  dust  must  patient  wait 

The  word  that  dooms  or  saves  ; 
Then  ever,  though  thy  fancy  lead, 
Through  the  whole  range  of  human  creed, 

Hope  in  the  silent  grave. 

And  mark  thy  hope,  thy  steadfast  hope, 
Tear  up  each  tawdry  flower  ; 
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Bring  tablets  from  the  mountain's  cope, 
And  write  thy  faith  with  power. 

Then,  on  the  well-beloved  head, 

Lay  rev'rently  a  grassy  bed. 

That  green  through  time  shall  glow  ; 

And  think,  believe,  the  arm  that  first 

That  fold  of  turf  shall  strongly  burst, 
Now  mould'ring  lies  below. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  READING. 


A  PLEA   FOR   THE   MECHANICS'  INSTITUTE.      BY  A  MEMBER, 


Time  flies ;  with  urgent  haste  the  winged  hours, 
Speed  ever  on  ;  the  fairest,  frailest  flowers. 
Whose  httle  Ufe  is  but  a  morning's  span, 
Die  far  less  quickly  than  the  days  of  man ; 
The  changing  cloud,  the  ripple  on  the  stream. 
The  floating  bubble,  and  the  transient  dream, 
The  scythe-arm'd  mower,  and  the  falling  grass, 
A  passing  shadow  mirror'd  in  a  glass. 
The  early  mist  that  flies  the  rising  morn, 
The  viewless  wind  that  wings  the  rushing  storm. 
The  gliding  river,  and  the  rolling  wave. 
The  footprint  on  the  sands  their  waters  lave, 
Are  images  by  which  in  ev'ry  clime 
Wise  men  portray  the  fleeting  course  of  time. 
Is  this  the  truth  ?  are  there  no  hours  that  lag  ? 
Do  Time's  untiring  pinions  never  flag  ? 
Do  all  the  passing  moments  quickly  flee  ? 
Then  whence  the  drawling  cry  of  dull  ennui  ? 
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Why  do  men  seek  with  hot  narcotic  weed 

And  madd'ning  draught  the  laggard  hours  to  speed  ? 

Why  rush  the  eager  throng  to  Thespian  courts  ? 

Why  crowd  the  bilUard-room,  or  worse  resorts, 

Where  folly's  gayest,  subtlest  snares  entice, — 

The  lewd  casino's  modern  school  for  vice, 

Where  prostituted  music's  notes  advance 

In  measured  pand'ring  to  a  wanton  dance  ? 

Men  will  invent  a  thousand  ways  with  skill, 

Old  Time,  their  flying  enemy,  to  kill, 

Yet  still  complain,  with  never-ceasing  cry. 

That  ebbing  life  is  short — "  too  soon  they  die." 

Yes,  life  is  short,  'tis  but  a  day's  brief  span, 

If  measured  by  the  duties  of  a  man  ; 

But  long,  too  long,  the  space  that  Nature  gives 

For  the  vain,  trifling,  aimless  life  man  lives. 

The  counter's  toil,  the  workshop's  heated  air. 

The  ink-stain'd  desk,  the  field,  the  rough  ploughshare, 

Are  but  exchanged  for  pleasure's  fatal  boon, 

The  reeking  pothouse,  or  the  gay  saloon  ; 

No  progress  but  in  recklessness  and  ill. 

No  hope,  but  that  to-morrow's  hours  may  fill 

The  same  dull  round  of  labour  and  of  ease, 

Content  alone  the  present  time  to  please. 

From  this  sad  sloth  we  bid  the  mind  arise  ! 

Look  up,  and  tear  the  film  from  blinded  eyes. 

Know,  though  all  day  you  labour,  yet  that  deep 

Your  sluggard  souls  are  sunk  in  deathlike  sleep. 
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You  say  "  you  live  to  labour,"  then  you  give 
Too  much  for  nothing ;  labour  now  to  live. 
Think  not  we  lightly  hold  your  daily  toil, 
Be  it  in  cities  full,  or  on  the  soil, 
Or  on  the  busy  railway's  iron  road — 
All  honour  to  the  workers  is  our  code. 
For  idleness,  we  deem,  than  want  is  worse. 
And  labour  is  a  blessing,  not  a  curse. 
For  while  employment  for  the  day  you  find, 
Oh  !  let  the  hours  of  ease  pertain  to  mind. 
Forsake  the  downward  path  you  now  are  in, 
Which  fools  style  pleasure,  and  the  sage  calls  sin. 
But  do  you  ask — "  Released  from  pleasure's  powers. 
How  shall  we  pass  the  long  dull  evening's  hours  ?  " 
With  books,  we  cry — books  are  the  souls  of  men, 
Made  plain,  portray'd  and  letter'd,  with  a  pen. 
Their  bodies'  ashes  scatter'd  to  the  wind, 
They  leave  with  us  the  better  part,  the  mind. 
Come  to  our  shelves  ;  their  stores  can  well  supply 
Food  for  the  mind,  whose  seed  shall  never  die  ; 
See  names,  that  like  bright  glowing  pillars  stand, 
With  lustre  shedding  knowledge  o'er  the  land. 
Here  high  philosophy,  there  history's  page  ; 
Here  reason's  might,  and  there  the  golden  age 
Of  love  and  fancy  ;  here  a  mass  of  thought, 
And  there  the  annals  of  a  kingly  court ; 
Oh,  what  a  shining  train  of  lofty  souls 
The  narrow  limit  of  our  room  enrolls  ! 
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Along  the  paths  of  wisdom  would  you  stray  ; 

They  ready  wait  to  light  the  narrow  way. 

Should  calm  philosophy  your  thoughts  engage  ; 

See  Newton's,  Bacon's,  Locke's,  and  Guizot's  page. 

Would  you  the  mazy,  tangled  web  explore 

Of  nations'  history,  politics,  and  war  ; 

See  Hume's  philosophy,  and  Gibbon's  style, 

And  he  whom  sceptic  doubts  did  not  defile — 

The  Scottish  Robertson  ;  nor  pass  we  by 

Enlighten'd  Mackintosh,  the  chivalry 

Of  Mills  ;  Macaulay,  tracing  back  to  freedom's  dawn, 

With  Allison,  Neale,  RoUin,  Lingard,  Vaughan. 

Or  should  your  taste  and  fancy  you  incline 

The  path  to  follow  where  the  muses  shine  ; 

See  the  great  stars,  so  luminously  bright, 

That  head  this  wondrous  galaxy  of  light. 

What  rays  encircle  lofty  Milton's  name  ! 

Who  shall  foretell  the  bound  of  Shakespeare's  fame  ? 

What  calm  delight,  when  from  dull  toil  released, 

To  pass  the  hours  with  Nature's  great  high  priest, 

The  reasoning  Wordsworth  ;  or  with  rapture  pore 

O'er  the  rich  flowing  melody  of  Moore  ; 

The  fire  of  Campbell,  Scott's  romantic  themes, 

The  songs  of  Burns,  or  Spenser's  faery  dreams  ; 

Great  Byron's  genius  and  the  "  Bard  of  Night," 

The  truthful  Crabbe,  and  much-lamented  White  ; 

The  gentle  Shepherd's  simple  tenderness. 

Sweet  Hemans'  music,  and  the  fair  "  Princess  " 
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Of  Alfred  Tennyson,  whose  varied  lyre 

To  sweetest  music  gives  poetic  fire  ! 

Ah,  when  that  bard  shall  choose  a  theme  aright, 

Rise  in  his  strength  and  strike  the  chords  with  might, 

With  joy  the  sons  of  song  shall  hail  the  hour, 

And  listening  nations  own  the  poet's  power. 

When  winter's  evening  social  meal  is  o'er, 

And  round  the  fire  the  household's  members -draw, 

'Tis  sweet  the  passing  moments  to  improve 

With  thoughts  from  books,  to  lead  the  mind  to  love 

The  great,  the  beautiful,  the  good — to  mark 

How  holy  feelings,  rising  from  the  dark 

Dull  depths  of  slothful  souls,  with  vigour  will 

'Neath  the  great  poet's  wondrous  magic  thrill. 

As  speeds  the  theme,  the  gen'rous  ardour  glows. 

The  flushing  cheek  a  deeper  crimson  grows. 

Now  rise  the  hopes,  and  now  the  timid  fears. 

Till  at  the  last  the  fastly  falling  tears, 

That  rain  uncheck'd  from  every  glistening  eye. 

Confess  a  bond  of  common  sympathy. 

Or,  if  a  lonely  man,  as  yet  unknown 

To  you  the  priceless  joys  of  hearth  and  home, 

Not  less  in  joy  or  sorrow  will  you  find 

Reading  a  hope  and  comfort  to  your  mind. 

As  on  you  move  along  the  path  of  time, 

From  height  to  height  in  knowledge  shall  you  climb. 

Nor  think  that,  as  the  loftier  hills  you  gain, 

That  indistinct  and  misty  grows  the  plain ; 
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Each  step  in  knowledge  gives  a  clearer  view 

Of  all  you  saw  before,  or  thought,  or  knew. 

No  bound,  no  limit,  to  the  mighty  range 

Of  mind  and  thought ;  nor  will  the  last  great  change 

Your  progress  bar,  but,  if  you  live  aright, 

A  million-fold  increase  your  power  of  sight. 

But  yet  a  word — of  error's  snares  take  heed  ; 

Remember  this,  and  tremble  whilst  you  read  : 

The  use  to  which  your  talent  here  is  given, 

At  death  shall  measure  your  reward  in  heaven. 


12  = 


IN  MEMORIAM. 

TO    SIR    HENRY    EDWARD   BUNBURY,    BART. 

Droop,  scatter'd  flowers  of  tardy  spring  ! 
Hush'd  be  your  songs,  ye  birds,  that  bring 
Joy  to  our  hearts,  while  bhthe  ye  sing, 

Though  bitter  north  winds  rave  ; 
Grey  be  the  sky,  and  still  the  air, 
But  let  a  sunbeam  here  and  there 
Look  through,  whilst  slow  and  sad  we  bear 

A  good  man  to  his  grave. 

We  bear  him  from  his  fathers'  hall ; 
The  forest  giants,  gaunt  and  tall, 
Stretch  bare  dark  arms  above  the  pall, 

As  slowly  on  we  go  ; 
By  level  lawn,  by  wooded  dell. 
By  lowly  homes  where  cotters  dwell, 
By  lane  and  croft  he  loved  so  well. 

We  bear  him  sad  and  slow. 
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As  thus  we  pass  each  well-known  haunt, 
No  waving  plumes  above  him  flaunt, 
No  blazon'd  trappings'  hollow  vaunt 

Makes  up  his  fun'ral  show  ; 
In  this  his  wishes  we  fulfil, 
In  this  his  word  we  follow  still, 
And  feel,  as  thus  we  do  his  will, 

A  less'ning  of  our  woe. 


We  reach  at  last  the  churchyard's  bound, 
And  stand  with  silent  awe  around 
That  quiet  spot  of  sacred  ground 

He  chose  to  be  his  grave  ; 
With  holy  words,  with  pious  care, 
With  loving  hands,  we  place  him  there. 
Then  lift  our  hearts  in  fervent  prayer 

To  Him  who  died  to  save. 


Now  lightly  o'er  his  rev'rend  head 
The  level  fragrant  turf  we  spread, 
And  by  his  lonely,  hallow'd  bed 

A  stately  stone  we  raise ;    ■ 
Now  on  that  fair-hewn  tablet  write, 
Grave  deep  and  strong,  with  hand  of  might, 
This  good  man's  sole,  last  earthly  right — 

His  meed  of  human  praise. 
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Yes,  write ;  but  what  ?     That,  nobly  bred, 
A  soldier's  life  he  chose  and  led, 
And  gain'd  a  name  for  heart  and  head, 

From  friend  and  foe  ? 
No,  write  not  that — 'tis  true,  but  vain ; 
England  on  many  a  bloody  plain 
Such  seed  has  sown  like  summer  rain. 

For  glory's  transient  glow. 


That  when  fair  youth  and  strength  declined. 
Cheerful,  the  war-sword  he  resign'd, 
And  strode  upon  the  realms  of  mind 

With  no  uncertain  foot  ? 
No,  write  not  that — his  efforts  there 
Shall  meet  from  time  their  guerdon  fair, 
And  take  of  fame  their  rightful  share, 

As  flowers  spring  from  their  root. 


But  on  his  hallow'd  tablet  grave. 

Cut  deep,  so  that  your  words  may  brave 

Time's  longest  roll  of  wearing  wave — 

Cut  deep,  and  fair,  and  clear ; 
And  write  that,  in  a  sordid  age, 
When  gold  was  God,  and  Mammon's  rage 
Fill'd  social  life  and  learning's  page, 

He  who  now  lieth  here 
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Could  o'er  that  heartless  serfdom  rise, 
The  lust  and  greed  of  gold  despise, 
Be  rich,  but  good,  and  great,  and  wise. 

The  guardian  of  the  poor — 
That  on  the  acres  of  his  soil 
No  man  for  stinted  wage  did  moil, 
Nor  e'er  in  vain  for  "leave  to  toil," 

Ask  at  his  "  brother's  door." 

That  earnestly  he  strove  to  give 
His  fellow-man  the  means  to  live, 
To  learn,  to  know,  to  think,  to  strive  ; 

If  fall'n,  to  rise  again; 
And  thus,  though  often  sorely  tried. 
He  nobly  lived,  and  fearless  died, 
And  by  his  actions  justified 

"The  ways  of  God  to  men." 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 

TO    HENRY   WILSON,    ESQ. 

Not  mine  the  task,  in  low  sad  notes,  to  mourn 
"  The  just  made  perfect,"  but  with  joy  to  tell 
How  virtue  lovingly  with  him  did  dwell, 

His  heart's  best  friend,  on  this  side  life's  dark  bourn. 

His  wealth,  a  rich  cup  beaming  to  the  brim. 
He  made  as  rich  a  blessing ;  like  the  rain 
His  bounty  fell,  nor  ever  fell  in  vain. 

Making  the  taker  thank  both  God  and  him. 
Like  a  fair,  branching,  noble  tree  he  grew, 

Throwing  his  gifts  and  graces  broad  and  high, 

Enrich'd  with  worthy  praise  from  passers-by. 
And  earthly  sympathies  and  heavenly  dew  ; 

A  long-loved  name,  whose  memory  shall  stand, 

A  grace  and  truth,  still  longer  in  the  land. 


K 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 

ARTHUR   HERVEY   ASTON    OAKES.       DIED   JAN.   25,   1 868. 
AGED    FOUR   MONTHS. 

%.  BRIGHT  keen  sky,  a  shining  winter's  day, 

A  little  grave  cut  in  the  cold  wet  clay 

Near  a  grey  church  upon  a  gentle  hill ; — 

A  group  of  solemn  mourners  sad  and  still : — 

The  rite  is  done,  the  holy  words  are  said, 

All  look  their  last  upon  the  infant's  bed. 

Whilst  at  the  foot,  with  streaming  eyes,  there  stand 

Father  and  mother,  gazing,  hand  in  hand. 

Wreathed  on  the  little  coffin's  narrow  lid 

That  by  these  thick  damp  clods  must  soon  be  hid, 

Were  tufts  of  violets  fleck'd  with  snowdrops  white ; 

And  all  pale  flowers  that  bloom  in  winter's  light 

Some  soft  kind  hand,  with  tender  lavish  care. 

Had  brought  to  that  small  grave  and  scatter'd  there  : — 

As  if  some  angel  from  a  gentle  star, 

Bearing  the  flowers  of  Paradise  afar, 
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Had  stopp'd  her  flight  in  pity,  and  let  fall 

On  that  poor  babe,  this  pure  sweet  flow'ry  pall. 

Fast  and  still  faster  from  the  mother's  eyes 

Rain  the  sad  tears,  and  sobs  and  heart-wrung  sighs 

Break  from  her  lips,  as,  leaning  o'er  the  grave, 

She  feels  all  hope  is  lost,  that  naught  can  save 

That  once  bright  darling  from  all  foul  decay, 

That  cold  and  narrow  pit,  that  oozy  clay. 

With  slow  faint  tott'ring  steps  she  leaves  the  place. 

Grief  at  her  heart  and  anguish  in  her  face. 

What  though  love  holds  her  with  her  husband's  hand. 

What  though  kind  friends  in  groups  around  her  stand. 

What  though  her  children  beckon  from  their  home, 

And  miss  their  kisses  till  their  mother  come ; 

No  thought  of  comfort  cheers  her  tortured  soul, 

No  ray  breaks  through  the  clouds  that  round  her  roll  ; 

One  grief,  one  loss,  blacks  all  the  azure  sky. 

Yearning  she  turns,  and  wishes  but  to  die ; — 

In  that  dark  moment,  hope  and  joy  lie  dead, 

Low  in  the  mould,  by  that  dear  baby's  head. 


I^ark  !  O  mother ;  hark  !  a  sound 
Fell  upon  this  holy  ground ; 
Came  it  from  yon  shining  sky, 
Or  some  seraph  passing  by  ; 
Came  it  from  a  faith  that  lives 
In  the  heart,  and  ever  gives 
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Comfort  to  the  sad  and  worn, 
Hope  to  hopeless  and  forlorn  ; 
These  the  words  the  message  bore, 
"  He  is  not  dead,  but  gone  before." 
Softer  sound  was  never  stirr'd, 
Sweeter  words  were  never  heard  ; — 
Hark  !  oh,  hark  !  it  comes  again, 
Stilling  sorrow,  soothing  pain, 
Bearing  from  some  sacred  shore 
Where  death  is  dead,  and  life  is  more, 
Words  which  hold  all  comfort's  store, — 
"  He  is  not  dead,  but  gone  before." 
Soft  it  falls  as  purest  dew 
On  baby's  grave  when  morn  is  new, 
Soft  as  gentle  winds  that  sweep 
O'er  the  grasses  green  and  deep, 
That  will  wave  o'er  baby's  sleep, 
Soft  as  rainbow  showers  that  lave 
Baby's  quiet  holy  grave. 
Soft  as  sounds  by  zephyrs  borne 
At  still  eve  or  opening  morn. 
From  summer  sea  to  shining  shore, 
''  He  is  not  dead,  but  gone  before." 

^h,  mother  !  clear  that  sadden'd  brow, 
Let  hope  illume  those  tearful  eyes ; 
Thou  canst  not  deem  that  even  now. 
Low  in  that  grave  thy  baby  lies. 
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Far  out  beyond  the  sunset's  glow, 
Beyond  the  gleaming  orbs  of  night ; 
Where  flowers  unfading  ever  blow, 
Thy  happy  baby  plumes  his  flight. 
High,  where  each  great  archangel  flies, 
High,  where  each  seraph  glows  and  sings  ; 
He  mounts  with  glory  in  his  eyes, 
And  awful  splendours  on  his  wings. 

©h  no  !  thank  God,  our  loved  ones  do  not  die. 

Though  in  the  narrow  grassy  grave  they  lie, 

Or,  whelm'd  in  awful  tempests,  find  a  grave 

Deep  in  the  sea  beneath  the  mountain  wave ; — 

Low  in  the  coral  caves,  or  'neath  the  sod. 

They  are  not  dead,  but  only  gone  to  God  ; 

Though  hid  from  sight,  they  live  in  each  fond  heart 

With  a  sweet  freshness  life  did  scarce  impart : 

Their  looks,  their  words,  their  tones,  are  treasured  there, 

And  swathed  in  love,  and  watch'd  with  holy  care  ; — 

And  as  each  day  their  blest  abodes  we  near, 

Sweeter  and  clearer  still,  these  words  we  hear, 

Like  holy  music  from  that  heavenly  shore, 

"  They  are  not  dead,  but  only  gone  before." 
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IN  MEMORIAM. 

MARY    ISABEL    OAKES.       DIED   JAN.    1 9,    1 87 2. 
AGED    THIRTY-TWO    YEARS. 

Mary  dearest !  Mary  fairest ! 

Though  this  deep  dark  tomb  is  thine, 
Still  our  fondest  love  thou  sharest, 

Still  our  true  hearts  round  thee  twine. 

Mary  !  in  thy  beauty  bright ! 

Mary  !  in  thy  beaming  bloom  ! 
Death's  black  shadow  quench'd  thy  light, 

Hid  thee  in  the  grave's  sad  gloom. 

Snatch'd  thee  from  thy  husband's  arms 
To  this  cold  tomb's  long  embrace, 

Press'd  the  earth  on  all  thy  charms, 
And  the  glory  of  thy  face. 
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Hid  thee  from  thy  children's  eyes, — 
Gave  them  for  thy  loving  breast, 

This  cold  grave's  green  grassy  rise. 
By  their  little  hands  now  prest. 

By  thy  couch  we  knelt  around  thee, 
Pray'd  our  God  thy  life  to  save ; 

But  the  arms  of  death  had  bound  thee, 
And  our  answer  was — this  grave. 

On  thy  grave  the  grasses  rise, 
Sweet  the  birds  sing  by  thy  head  ; 

Sadly  sound  the  long  deep  sighs, — 
Breaking  hearts  that  mourn  thee  dead. 

Yes,  thy  grave  is  growing  green, 

Yes,  the  grasses  o'er  thee  rise  ; 
Oft  they  bear  the  dewy  sheen 

Of  bitter  tears  from  sorrow's  eyes. 

Oh,  Isabel  !  Isabel  !  lovely  in  death  ! 

We  gave  to  thy  bier  all  pure  fair  flowerets'  breath, 

AVe  strew'd  on  thy  grave  the  first  blossoms  of  spring, 

And  through  the  bright  summer-time,  sad  did  we  bring 

The  rose  and  the  lily,  thy  own  garden's  pride, — 

They  droop'd,  and  they  wither'd,  and  died  by  thy  side  ; 

And  ever  on  earth  whilst  with  flowerets  we  dwell, 

Oh  !  thus  will  we  mourn  thee,  loved,  lost  Isabel  ! 
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Oh,  Isabel  !  Isabel  !  lovely  in  life  ! 
Oh,  lost  to  us,  daughter  !  fair  mother  !  true  wife  ! 
The  rose  was  thy  cheek,  and  the  lily  thy  soul, 
Thine  eye  the  blue  heavens  that  over  us  roll, 
And  no  flower  ever  bloom'd  on  garden  or  sod. 
More  fair  than  thou  wast  in  the  smile  of  thy  God ; 
So  ever  on  earth  whilst  with  flowerets  we  dwell, 
Oh  !  thus  will  we  mourn  thee,  loved,  lost  Isabel  ! 

Oh,  Isabel  !  Isabel  !  lovely  in  death  ! 

We  come  to  thy  grave  with  the  morning's  first  breath. 

We  bring  thee  fresh  flowers  all  wet  with  the  dew. 

They  droop  for  thee,  weep  for  thee, — tender  and  true  ; 

We  come  again  softly,  when  fled  is  the  light, 

And  feel  their  sweet  breath  in  the  hush  of  the  night. 

And  we  think,  as  our  tears  fall  fast  in  the  gloom, 

"  Our  Isabel's  spirit  is  haunting  her  tomb  ; " 

So  ever  on  earth  whilst  with  flowerets  we  dwell, 

Oh  !  thus  will  we  mourn  thee,  loved,  lost  Isabel  ! 

Ah  !  when  death  touch'd  thee,  well  we  know, 
By  that  sweet  light  upon  thy  brow, 
That  angel-faces  hover'd  low 

To  welcome  thee.  "  • 

And  with  soft  eyes,  with  love  aflame. 
Two  angel-babes  from  heaven  came, 
Lisping  their  own  dear  mother's  name. 
To  welcome  thee. 
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And  bore  thee  up  on  high  afar, 
From  sphere  to  sphere,  from  star  to  star, 
And  pearly  gates  and  crystal  bar 
Roll'd  back  for  thee. 

Till  thou  didst  reach  that  home  on  high, 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye, 
And  our  dear  Saviour,  ever  nigh. 
Did  welcome  thee. 


(      138     ) 


IN  ME  MORI  AM. 

MORTON    HERVEY   ASTON    OAKES.       DIED   JAN.     Iz],    1864. 
AGED   THREE   WEEKS. 

JJlouRN  we  now  a  flow'ret  dead ; 
Mourn  a  little  life  that's  fled  ; 
Flow'ret  kill'd  by  cruel  frost ; 
Little  life  by  death  soon  crost ; 
Jewel  bright  in  darkness  lost ; 
Violet  hid  by  sudden  gloom  ; 
Fragrance  buried  in  the  tomb ; 
First  sweet  snowdrop  of  the  year, 
Only  born  to  deck  a  bier ; 
Tender  lily's  stainless  cup, 
God's  own  hand  hath  folded  up ; 
Beauteous  bud  of  rosy  hope, 
Doom'd  thy  blossom  ne'er  to  ope ; 
Little  joy  that  only  came 
To  give  grief  another  name ; — 
Mourn  we  whilst  thy  grave  is  green. 
All  the  joy  thou  might'st  have  been. 
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l^ope,  dear  baby,  died  with  thee, 

Hope  of  all  that  thou  might'st  be ; 

When  thy  little  life  was  shed. 

Mother's  heart  with  sorrow  bled  ; 

When  thou  lay'st  upon  thy  bier. 

Father's  cheek  betray'd  the  tear ; 

Naught  could  help  thee,  naught  could  save 

From  cold  death  and  narrow  grave ; 

None  can  know  and  none  can  tell 

All  the  sad  heart's  bitter  swell, 

As  they  laid  thee,  pale  and  dead, 

Gently  in  thy  grassy  bed ; — 

Nor  the  hopes  so  bright  and  fair 

Laid  beside  thy  coffin  there. 

Mother's  beauty,  mother's  grace. 

Might  have  gleam'd  upon  thy  face ; 

Father's  heart  and  eye  and  form 

Might  have  blended  bright  and  warm, 

In  thy  life  through  calm  and  storm ; 

Strength  and  power  and  promise  fair 

Might  have  been  thy  lot  to  share ; — 

Ever  whilst  thy  grave  is  green, 

Mourn  we  what  thou  might'st  have  been. 

^fter  life  may  come  and  go ; 

Sorrow  sadden,  pleasure  flow ; 

But  that  little  churchyard  spot  ^ 

Never  once  can  be  forgot : 
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Sanctified  by  holy  text, 

Link  'tween  this  world  and  the  next, 

Still  through  every  phase  and  scene, 

Ever  whilst  that  grave  is  green, 

Mourn  two  hearts  what  might  have  been. 

#h  !  but  sorrow  has  a  wing ; 
'Sifter  winter  comes  the  spring ; 
3£teep  the  faith  that  never  dies ; — 
lEver  through  yon  starry  skies 
Chines  a  light  from  Baby's  eyes. 


(      HI      ) 


TO  MY  DEAR   SISTER   EMMA. 

Listen  to  the  Christmas  bells  ! 

Know  you  what  they  say  ? 
Christ  who  died  for  all  mankind, 

Christ  was  born  to-day. 

Listen  to  the  Christmas  bells  ! 

Angels  bright  and  fair, 
Bending  from  their  thrones  on  high, 

Gladly  listen  there. 

Yes,  in  heaven  they  hear  the  bells ; 

And,  freed  from  pain  and  care, 
Dearest  sister,  one  bright  day 

We  shall  listen  there. 


(        H2        ) 


SONNET. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE   PASS    OF   LLANBERIS,    NORTH   WALES. 

Who  cleft  the  pathway  in  the  awful  hills  ? 

Who  came  with  giant  arm  and  dreadful  stride, 

And  ranged  these  mountain-tops  on  either  side, 
Then  smote  their  ridgy  heads,  and  'mid  these  rills 
Scatter'd  like  hail  their  topmost  crags  ?     How  thrills 

My  heart  with  rising  terrors  !     Even  now, 

As  from  yon  blasted  quarry's  blackened  brow 
The  sulphurous  vapour  rolls,  my  vision  fills 
With  fear's  wild  shapes  and  active  phantasies  ; 

Hoarse  echoes  wake  the  trembling  crag's  repose ; 
A  godlike  giant  stalks  'neath  lurid  skies 

Along  this  stony  paths ;  in  serried  rows 
I  see  the  mountains  part  before  my  eyes, 

And  hear  his  palace  gates  in  thunder  close. 
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SONNET. 

IN    THE    MIDDLE   OF   THE    PASS    OF    LLANBERIS. 

On  either  side  the  giant  crags  arise  : 

From  the  bluebells  that  blossom  round  my  feet 
I  trace  their  rocky  steeps,  until  they  meet 

The  tinted  clouds  that  deck  the  evening  skies ; 

Then,  with  the  effort  tired,  the  wond'ring  eyes 
Sweep  down  the  huge  hill's  worn  and  ridgy  line. 
And  mark  (where  ranged  and  pillar'd  rocks  combine^ 

The  semblance  of  a  solemn  organ  rise. 

Oh  that  some  power  would  wake  its  awful  strain  ! 
And  through  this  grand  cathedral  aisle,  would  roll 

A  voice  more  loud  than  winds  and  rushing  rain, 
Or  thunders'  note,  but  'neath  the  strong  control 
Of  harmony  divine,  and  teach  my  soul 

To  Nature's  hidden  meanings  to  attain. 
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SONNET. 

IN    THE  VALE   OF    LLANBERIS. 

I  STAND  bareheaded  by  my  cottage  door ; 
The  sun,  all  golden-wing' d,  has  sunk  below 
The  craggy  western  ridge ;  the  rosy  glow 
Of  purple  evening  tints  the  lake  no  more  : 
The  cloud-ascending  walls,  that  tower  before 

My  little  homestead,  seem  to  ring  me  round ; 

Upon  the  night  there  faintly  comes  a  sound 
Like  waters  breaking  on  a  distant  shore. 
Between  the  shoulders  of  the  giant  peaks 

The  stars  rise  slow,  and  overhead  they  gleam, 

And  glass  themselves  in  mountain  tarn  and  stream. 
Methinks  the  silence  to  my  rapt  soul  speaks ; 

"  Go  in  and  sleep ;  thou  need'st  no  sentinel ; 

God  watches  this  lone  vale,  and  all  is  well." 
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SONNET  TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  GIRL  ON 
BOARD  A  YACHT  IN  SOUTH- 
AMPTON  WATER. 

From  what  cool  grotto  of  the  deep-green  wave 
Didst  thou,  O  pure  and  peerless  nymph,  arise  ? 
Where  hast  thou  hid  the  light  of  those  bright  eyes  ? 

And  in  what  coral-wreath' d,  white-sanded  cave. 

Did  glassy  waters  thy  white  shoulders  lave, 
And  round  thee  drift  the  streaming  dusky  dyes 
Of  that  soft  floating  mist  of  hair,  that  vies 

In  hue  with  blackest  clouds  when  tempests  rave  ? 

Unknown  thou  art  to  me,  but  yet  thy  form 
Has  gleam'd  upon  me  from  the  sedgy  brim 

Of  some  clear  lake,  when  summer  evetide  warm 
Was  waning  into  summer  twilight  dim  ; 

For  beauty  holds  her  shapes  from  all  eternity, 

And  fancy  gives  them  faultless  to  the  longing  eye. 
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SONNET    WRITTEN  BY  RYDAL 
WATER. 

How  many  gates  of  sense  the  Maker  gives, 

By  which  a  knowledge  of  His  works  and  ways 
Enters  the  palace  of  the  soul,  and  lives 

By  hourly  increase  of  the  passing  days. 
Through  one  fair  portal,  carved  in  curious  guise, 

March  in  all  sounds, — speech,  harmony,  and  song ; 
The  violet's  breathings  through  another  rise, 

And  touch  and  taste  their  varied  inlets  throng. 
But  since  I  dwelt  amongst  these  folding  hills. 

These  far-drawn  sheets  of  water's  glittering  sheen, 
These  awful  crags  and  mists  and  toppling  rills. 

These  winding  valleys'  bright  eternal  green ; 
I  know  that  knowledge,  nearest  the  Most  High, 
Enters  through  that  bright  palace  gate,  Man's  Eye. 
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TO  ALFRED   TENNYSON. 

My  life  had  leapt  its  childhood's  flowery  bound, 

And  youth's  bright  hills  of  promise  held  mine  eye, 
When  first  my  thirsty  ear  drank  in  the  sound 
Of  thy  sweet  minstrelsy. 

Then  love  had  sprung  within  my  teeming  breast, 

And  steep'd  my  soul  and  senses  in  delight ; 
But  still  thy  notes  fell  on  my  tranced  rest, 
As  from  a  heavenly  height. 

Then  flush'd  the  fields,  no  clouds  the  skies  could  stain, 

In  sunshine  every  wavelet  kiss'd  the  strand  ; 
But  yet  within  my  soul  I  felt  thy  strain 
Told  of  a  brighter  land. 

I  gave  thee  love,  I  gave  thee  sudden  tears, 

Thy  wondrous  song  now  thrill'd,  now  burnt  my  heart ; 
I  felt  that  from  me,  through  the  coming  years, 
Those  sounds  would  ne'er  depart. 
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I  knew  that  some  strong  hand  had  struck  the  chords 

Which  dumb  within  my  inner  Hfe  had  lain  ; 
That  music  loosed,  had  flow'd  to  breathed  words, 
And  would  not  die  again. 

And  yet  thy  song  did  never  storm  my  soul, 
Nor  daze  it  with  a  glare  of  light  intense ; 
But,  like  a  broad  smooth  stream,  its  flood  did  roll 
Through  the  wide  gates  of  sense. 

I  was  a  boy,  and  loved  the  sweet  May  Queen ; 

I  frolick'd  with  her  through  that  May-day  rout ; 
I  danced  with  her  upon  the  village  green, 
"  Till  Charles's  wain  came  out." 

I  was  a  boy — I  was  not  hard  like  men  ; 

I  stood  and  heard  her  dying  hopes  and  fears, 
And  my  swoll'n  heart  had  ris'n  and  choked  me  then. 
Had  it  not  burst  in  tears. 

I  heard-the  angels'  music  on  the  wind, 

I  saw  God's  peace  gleam  in  her  sunken  eye ; 
I  pray'd — and  joy  shot  through  my  darken'd  mind — 
"  O  Lord,  thus  let  me  die." 

But  ne'er  a  vision  of  my  dreaming  youth. 

Beneath  the  woodland  bough  or  by  the  rill, 
Did  ever  gleam  so  strong,  so  full  of  truth, 
As  that  old  forest  still. 
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Where  "growths  of  jasmine  twined  from  tree  to  tree," 

And  all  was  silent  as  the  darksome  grave  ; 
Where  grasses  o'er  "  the  red  anemone  " 
Grew  tall  but  ne'er  did  wave. 

No  breath  of  wind  through  that  fix'd  air  e'er  blew, 

Nor  leaf  did  move  upon  those  silent  trees  ; 
Solemn  and  slow,  like  coral  groves  they  grew, 
Deep  sunk  in  tropic  seas. 

And  through  the  "  long  dark  wood  walks  "  paced  along, 

Shapes  which  my  fancy  ne'er  to  sight  could  give ; 
But  at  the  music  of  thy  charmed  song. 
They  seem'd  to  speak  and  live. 

I  knew  them  all — I  knew  them  by  thy  power ; 

But  she,  "  the  daughter  of  the  Gileadite," 
Has  dwelt  about  me  from  that  magic  hour 
She  gleam'd  upon  my  sight. 

I  hear  her  song  of  triumph  in  the  night, 

I  see  the  glory  of  her  lifted  brow ; 
I  cannot  bear  the  lustre  of  that  light. 
But  yet  within  I  know 

That,  led  by  her  bright  beaming  form  divine. 

O'er  self  and  sin  triumphant  I  may  rise ; 
And  see  her  with  a  vision  clear  as  thine, 
'Neath  other,  purer  skies. 
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'Tis  vain  ;  I  cannot  sing,  I  could  not  tell, 

The  glorious  visions  thou  hast  given  to  me ; 
But  round  my  path  and  life  they  ever  dwell, 
And  sweetly  speak  of  thee. 

I  love,  when  golden,  gorgeous  autumn  gleams, 
And  boundless  beauty  fills  the  insatiate  eye. 
To  loose  my  fancy  m  deep  noonday  dreams 
Of  her,  the  Princess  high. 

Who  set  her  foot  upon  the  spotted  pard, 

Who  snapp'd  old  customs  like  a  frail  weed-bind, 
Then  threw  love  from  her  like  a  broken  shard, 
And  strove  to  rule  her  kind. 

So  young,  so  grand,  so  beautiful  and  brave, 

High-soul'd,  and  fiU'd  with  thoughts  and  aims  abo\  e 
The  common  range  of  hope,  thou  didst  not  save 
Her  from  all-conquering  love, 

She  fell  from  that  high  state,  almost  divine, 

But  lovelier  seem'd  so  fall'n  than  enthroned  ; 
A  noble  woman  in  love's  heart  enshrined. 
With  perfect  beauty  zoned. 

Oh  !  bright  the  web  thou  weav'st  to  show  this  tale. 

As  that  cloud-curtain  of  a  fleecy  hue, 
Which  lines  the  summer  skies  with  silver  pale. 
All  fleck'd  with  clearest  blue ; 
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Through  which  the  soul,  with  raised  and  longing  eye, 

Looks  to  the  infinite,  and  lifts  a  hope 
That  from  this  beauty  to  that  changeless  sky 
Extends  her  being's  scope. 

Then  bursts  of  song,  of  sweetest  fancy  born, 

Seize  the  still  soul  and  thrill  it  into  tears, 
As  morning  winds,  swaying  the  dewy  corn. 
Shake  rain  from  trembling  ears. 

I  never  saw  thy  face,  but  thou  hast  been 

My  loved  companion  many  happy  days ; 
I  think  the  streams  more  clear,  the  grass  more  green, 
Whilst  reading  thy  sweet  lays. 

Thou  break'st  the  chains  of  custom  from  my  soul, 
And  she,  poor  prison-bird,  swift  takes  her  flight 
On  eager  wings,  all  reckless  of  control, 
Towards  the  topmost  height. 

Thou  teachest  me  by  beauty  and  with  power, 

All  things  are  lovelier  when  I  follow  thee. 
And  life  more  smoothly  glides  from  hour  to  hour, 
Hymn'd  by  thy  minstrelsy. 

Ay,  more  than  this ;  for  when  thou  sing'st  of  him, 

Thy  noble  friend,  who  by  the  Danube  died, 
Thy  soaring  spirit  leaves  the  narrow  rim. 
Where  earth  and  flesh  abide ; 


152  TO  ALFRED    TENNYSON. 

Thou  tak'st  thy  grief  far  in  the  reahiis  of  thought, 
That  pure  light  guides  thee  where  man's  foot  ne'er 
trod; 
Then,  with  the  inspired  tones  thy  harp  has  caught, 
Thou  sing'st  the  present  God. 

Yet  even  there  thou  blendest  with  thy  song 

The  sweetest  notes  to  which  thy  love  gave  birth : 
With  thee  I  glide  the  heavenly  bands  among, 
Nor  lose  the  gifts  of  earth. 

Farewell,  farewell ;  my  thanks,  my  love,  are  thine. 

Not  only  for  the  joy  I  gain  from  thee. 
But  for  her  sake  who  feels  thy  power  divine 
And  shares  my  joy  with  me. 

Two  hands  have  gather'd  from  thy  proffer'd  flowers. 
Two  hearts  have  thrill'd  to  thy  high-sounding  lyre, 
•  Two  lives  have  nobler  grown,  through  happy  hours. 
By  thee  still  lifted  higher. 

Farewell  once  more  :  to  thee  my  humble  name 
May  ne'er  be  known ;  but  I  can  now  descry 
That  thine  is  blazon'd  in  the  rolls  of  fame, 
In  tints  that  will  not  die. 

My  music  cannot  reach  unto  thy  sphere ; 

But  I  believe,  nay,  I  rejoice  to  know, 

That  future  nations  shall  with  rapture  hear 

Thine  ever  strongly  flow. 
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Thine  orb  will  ne'er  reflect  my  feeble  ray, 

For  thou  shalt  hide  me  with  a  world  of  light, 
And  give  to  myriads,  in  time's  later  day. 
Thine  image  pure  and  bright. 

I  am  a  little  lake,  shut  in  and  prest 

By  rocks  and  trees  that  ring  me  near  and  far  ; 
But  I  can  glass  thee  clearly  in  my  breast, 
My  "  bright  particular  star." 
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THE  DEAD  MILLER. 

I  STOOD  one  sabbath  morn 

Upon  a  grassy  knoll ; 
The  waves  of  young  green  corn 
Had  not  begun  to  roll 
Around  that  little  hillock's  gentle  crest ; 
But  level  fields  and  rising  ground, 
All  slopes  and  sweeps  and  banks  around, 
Were  pierced  by  all  the  hosts  of  spears. 
That  spring,  behind  dark  winter,  rears, 
On  every  dun-hued  plain  and  brown  hill's  breast. 
When  March,  to  April  wed, 
O'er-canopies  his  bed. 
Sometimes  with  skies  that  shed  divinest  rest, 
Then  sudden  blackness  o'er  the  gleaming  blue  is  shed  ; 
Dash'd  from  on  high,  a  sleety  shower  is  cast, 
And  dark  cloud-curtains  drive  before  the  blast 
Then  through  the  gleaming  rain 
Light  leaps  to  earth  again, 
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And  on  wide  field  and  tree  and  hedge  is  seen 

A  gauzy  veil,  a  soft  grey  mist  of  green, 

Through  which  the  fair  earth  gleams,  all  smiles  and  tears, 

Like  love-hued  beauty  when  her  bridal  veil  she  wears. 

I  stood,  that  quiet  sabbath  morn, 

Upon  that  grassy  hillock's  crest, 

But  not  green  armies  of  the  corn. 

Nor  smiling  earth's  sweet  spring-clad  breast ; 
Then  held  mine  eye,  for  open  to  the  day. 

There  lay  extended  on  the  ground. 

In  massy  fragments  all  around. 

The  ruins  of  a  mill,  that  crown'd 
This  hillock's  crest  when  last  I  pass'd  this  way. 

Crashing  from  its  airy  height, 
When  the  March  blast  raged  at  night, 
Waving  wild  its  arms  in  fight, 
Down,  before  the  storm-fiend's  might, 
Down  from  height  to  lowest  dell. 
Crashing  down,  the  huge  mill  fell. 

Curious,  I  stood  espying 

All  the  wreck  before  me  lying. 

A  huge  thin  case,  it  seemed,  of  white, 

Cramm'd  full  of  cranks  and  beams  of  might ; 

Wheels  within  wheels,  all  tooth'd  and  gapp'd, 

Cross-barr'd  with  wood  or  iron  strapp'd ; 
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Intricately,  in  hopeless  tangles, 
A  rigid  mass  of  curves  and  angles  ; 
A  diagram  of  every  notion 
For  giving,  curbing,  checking  motion  : 
A  wise  machine,  to  show  with  clatter 
How  mind  can  bend  and  govern  matter ; 
But  prostrate  now,  o'erthrown  and  hush'd. 
Bent,  broken,  heap'd,  confused,  and  crush'd. 

On  that  quiet  sabbath  morn, 
There  lay  the  prostrate  mill  forlorn ; 
And  there  the  golden  sunlight  fell 
Into  many  a  grimy  cell — 
Gilding  with  a  golden  brindle 
Many  a  rusty,  dusty  spindle ; 
Startling  with  ethereal  light 
Many  a  nook  long  black  as  night ; 
Diving  with  illuming  ray 
Through  the  cogg'd  wheels'  tangled  way ; 
From  the  heavens'  far-shining  blue. 
Peering,  glinting,  gleaming  through, 
This  gnarled  mass,  on  this  lone  hill, 
Lying  broken,  mangled,  still. 

The  simple  folk  that  gather'd  there. 
With  vacant,  stolid,  steadfast  stare. 
Told  me,  that  at  the  time  it  fell, 
This  broken,  gaping,  grimy  shell. 
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A  fearful  kernel  held  within  its  inmost  part ; 

For,  jammed  within  its  massy  fold 

By  cranks  and  wheels,  squeezed,  crush'd,  and  roU'd, 

Black'ning  before  the  gaze  of  day, 

Stone  dead,  the  portly  miller  lay — 
Of  that  dead,  rigid  mass,  the  dead,  cold,  ghastly  heart. 


Clear  and  red  the  night  before, 
When  he  left  his  cottage  door. 
Sank  the  sun  in  glowing  rest. 
Below  the  far-stretch'd  purple  west, — 
Left  his  cottage  blithe  and  free ; 
Left  his  wife  and  children  three ; 
Left  them  to  their  nightly  rest, 
Calm,  contented,  pure,  and  blest ; 
Left  them  with  no  other  guard 
Than  the  angels'  watch  and  ward — 
Kisses  round,  and  then  good  night ; 
Left  them  with  their  eyes  of  light. 
Soon  those  sparkling  eyes  they  steep 
In  oblivious,  calmest  sleep. 
Deaf  are  they  to  rising  gale ; 
Not  for  them  the  storm-ghosts  wail ; 
Rapt  in  rosy  dreams,  their  eyes 
Ope  not  till  the  morning  skies. 
Calm  again,  with  strange  divining, 
Deep  into  that  mill  is  shining — 


158  THE  DEAD  MILLER. 

Shining  down  through  shatter'd  door, 
Tangled  wheels,  and  broken  floor, 
On  the  dead  man  at  the  core  ; — 
He  shall  kiss  them  never  more  ! 

Deep  the  falling  wind-sails  dinted 
All  that  hillock's  swelling  crest ; 

Now  the  placid  sunlight  glinted 
Through  the  ruins  on  its  breast. 

And  I  thought,  all  things  that  sever 
Life  from  matter,  or  that  rend 

Flesh  from  spirit,  symbol  ever. 
Still  the  distant,  certain  end. 

Types  and  symbols  ever  teaching 

Gleaming  truths  through  darkest  strife, 

Hopes  and  longings  ever  reaching 
Forward  to  the  only  life. 

Yes  ;  whilst  other  light  is  shining, 

And  the  earth  a  ruin  lies, 
I  shall  look  with  calm  divining 

From  some  home  in  yonder  skies. 

With  that  heavenly  lustre  beaming 
On  this  old  world's  rotten  ball, 

I  shall  see  a  clear  light  gleaming 
Through  the  hidden  heart  of  all. 
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All  the  secret  springs  of  action, 
All  the  dusty  cells  of  thought ; 

All  repulsion,  all  attraction. 

Life  and  death  together  brought. 

All  the  cobwebs  science  weaving, 
Daily,  nightly,  o'er  earth  spread ; 

All  the  flies  that  died  there,  leaving 
Cobwebs  speckled  with  their  dead 

All  religion's  ghosts  and  terrors. 
Bloody  hates  and  cruel  fears ; 

All  the  hosts  of  human  errors, 
Scatter'd  broadcast  by  the  years. 

In  that  still'd  machinery  prying, 
I  shall  find,  then  look  no  more, 

Human  life  all  crush'd  and  lying, 
Dead  and  rotten  at  the  core. 


(      i6o     ) 


LINES   ON  BLOOMFIELD. 

So  Bloomfield  sang  in  simple  song, 
The  rustic  pleasures  of  his  land  ; 

The  kindly  word,  remember'd  long, 
The  genial  heart,  the  lib'ral  hand. 

To  him,  poor  child  of  toil,  was  given 
To  choose  in  life  the  better  part ; 

To  bear  the  noblest  gifts  of  heaven — 
A  sentient  soul,  a  grateful  heart. 

All  day  at  meanest  toil  he  wrought. 
At  night  he  sought  the  lowliest  shed. 

Still  could  he  live  with  love  and  thousht. 
And  bless  the  hand  that  doled  his  bread. 

He  walked  abroad  in  humblest  guise. 
In  clouted  shoon  and  fustian  clad ; 

Yet  nature  to  his  loving  eyes, 
Was  ever  beauteous,  ever  glad. 
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To  him  the  sunshine  and  the  rain, 

The  giant  trees,  the  tiny  flowers, 
Spoke  solace  in  the  day  of  pain, 

And  added  joy  to  happier  hours. 

No  toil,  no  poverty  could  mar 

His  pleasure  on  the  green  grass  sod  ; 

His  lowly  lot  was  ne'er  a  bar 
To  joy  in  nature,  trust  in  God. 

We  cannot  sing  with  Bloomfield's  skill, 
His  simplest  notes  exceed  our  powers ; 

But  e'en  through  lives  of  toil  and  ill, 
His  genial  heart  may  still  be  ours. 

He  showed  us  labour's  hardest  hand 
Warm'd  by  kind  Nature's  softest  heart ; 

The  humblest  tiller  of  the  land 
Graced  by  the  poet's  sacred  art. 

And  still  the  themes  he  loved  are  ours — 
The  wood-walk's  dew-besprinkled  way  ; 

The  fragrance  of  the  summer  flowers ; 
The  glory  of  the  autumn  day ; 

The  bounteous  heart  that  still  will  strive, 
To  work  with  zeal  the  Maker's  plan, 

And  vindicate  in  deeds  benign 
The  eternal  brotherhood  of  man. 


(        l62       ) 


TO    THE    GREEK   SLAVE  IN   THE 
CRYSTAL  PALACE,  185 1. 

Holy,  touching  loveliness, 
Sorrow  robed  in  beauty's  dress  ! 
Wrong'd  and  naked,  chained,  a  slave ! 
Lost  to  hope,  too  low  to  save ; 
In  thy  beauty,  Heaven's  dower, 
In  thy  purity  and  power, 
'Mid  thy  woes  'twere  sin  to  name 
(Voiceless  wastes  of  burning  shame). 
By  the  depth  of  thy  distress, 
By  thy  power  e'en  there  to  bless, 
By  thy  grief's  unutter'd  wail, — 
Sister,  sister,  thee  I  hail. 

When  the  world  with  bitter  tone 
Mocks  at  sorrow's  dying  groan  ; 
When  the  heart  from  hopeless  grief 
Never,  never  finds  relief — 
Mis'ry  with  each  passing  breath. 
Hard  for  life,  too  weak  for  death  ; 


TO    THE   GREEK  SLA  VE.  i6 
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When  a  tyrant's  iron  hand 
Crushes  down  a  happy  land, 
And  the  helpless  cry  to  God, 
Kneeling  on  the  bloody  sod  ; — 
Then  a  form  before  my  eyes, 
Pure  as  thine,  will  seem  to  rise. 
Thine  the  face  the  vision  wears. 
Sorrow  all  too  deep  for  tears  ; 
lips  that  never  more  shall  part, 
Speaking  griefs  that  broke  the  heart. 

Then  a  tremor  thrills  my  frame, 

Words  arise  I  dare  not  name  ; 

Throbs  my  heart,  my  pulse  beats  high. 

Burning  tear-drops  dim  my  eye ; 

All  my  nature  seems  on  fire, 

Raging  with  a  tempest  dire. 

Fix'd,  a  purpose  fills  my  soul, 

Ruling  there  without  control ; 

Forth  I  must  and  strike  a  blow — 

Tyrant  power  shall  tumble  low. 

Scorning,  fears,  I  dare  the  deed  ; 

Victor  stand,  or  vanquish'd  bleed. 

Come  life,  come  death,  I'll  strike  the  strong. 

Break  ev'ry  chain  and  right  the  wrong. 

Passes  from  my  troubled  eye 
Vision  sad  and  purpose  high, 
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Fades  like  moonlight  from  the  v/ave, 
Sinks  like  phantom  to  its  grave ; 
But  from  off  the  tossing  heart 
Sense  of  wrong  will  not  depart  ; 
Lying  in  its  troubled  might, 
Waiting  but  the  voice  of  Right, 
Or  thy  sweet,  strong,  but  silent  call, 
Tp  burst  each  meaner  passion's  thrall, 
And  reign  supreme  the  Lord  of  all. 

And  the  high  art  that  could  warm 
All  thy  beauty  into  form. 
Felt  this  passion's  living  thrill, 
Knew  this  tempest  of  the  will ; 
Mark'd  the  innocence  and  grace 
Pictured  in  thy  youthful  face  ; 
Heard  thy  laugh  and  saw  thee  rove, 
By  the  brook  and  through  the  grove  ; 
Leapt  with  rage  and  dire  dismay 
When  the  spoiler  seized  his  prey  ; 
Follow'd,  like  the  tempest's  light, 
All  thy  bound  and  senseless  flight ; 
Heard  thy  young  heart's  broken  groan  ; 
Then  struck  thee  into  living  stone. 


(      i65     ) 


AN  ARTISAN'S  SOLILOQUY  IN  THE 
YEAR  OF  THE  GREA  T  EXHIBITION, 
1851. 

Now  have  I  toil'd  for  nearly  fifty  years  : 

My  head  is  fleck'd  with  grey;  my  good  right  arm, 

That  for  so  many  years  has  won  my  bread, 

Begins  at  times  to  fail  me ;  and  my  eyes 

Ere  the  slow  hours  of  toil  have  pass'd,  are  dim. 

Shall  I  repine  if,  after  such  a  life 

Of  service,  flesh  and  blood  begin  to  fail  ? 

Have  I  not  taxed  their  utmost  strength  ? — beneath 

The  earth,  in  deep  and  dang'rous  mines  ;  before 

The  glowing  furnace,  where  the  clear  white  heat 

Shrivell'd  the  skin  upon  the  parch'd  lips. 

And  singed  the  lid  from  off  the  blear'd  red  eyes  ; 

Within  the  workshop,  where  the  whirr  of  wheels, 

The  din  of  falling  hammers,  and  the  rush 

Of  steam,  have  been  my  only  music  from 

The  morning's  break  until  the  set  of  sun. 

Day  after  day,  through  my  whole  life,  my  hand 

Has  fought  the  fight  of  labour,  and  my  sweat. 

Like  trickling  drops  of  blood,  lick'd  up  the  dust. 
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And  yet  not  all  my  hours  have  pass'd  in  toil ; 

For  work  has  brought  its  recompense,  in  rest 

Enjoyed — bright  happy  moments,  fiU'd  with  love 

Of  wife  and  child,  or  swift  and  sweetly  sped 

In  sturdy,  tireless  effort,  to  attain 

Some  knowledge  of  the  mightier  minds  of  men, 

And  that  great  world  of  thought  which  lives  in  books. 

No ;  labour  made  my  grimy  palm  like  horn. 

Knotted  these  bony  knuckles,  bent  my  brow, 

And  drew  my  sinews  up  like  twisted  wire  ; 

But  did  not  quench  nor  dim  my  inner  life, 

Which,  like  a  night-lamp  in  a  lonely  tower, 

Burn'd  not  less  bright  because  the  outward  walls 

Were  batter'd  by  the  storm  or  seam'd  by  time. 

That  inner  life  I  watch'd,  and  fed  it  oft 

With  fruits  of  knowledge  cull'd  from  History's  page, 

With  light  that  gleam'd  from  calm  philosophy, 

And  that  bright  fire  divine,  that  glows  and  burns 

Along  the  sacred  path  of  Poetry. 

With  Labour,  I  have  striven  to  link  the  power 
Of  knowledge,  so  that  mind  and  body  might 
Fulfil  the  end  for  which  they  were  create, 
And  glorify  their  Maker  in  their  use. 
And  now  that  Labour  has  a  temple  rear'd 
Within  the  land,  where  eager  men  have  piled 
His  thousand  altars  with  their  off'rings,  brought 
From  ev'ry  land  and  clime  beneath  the  sun  ; 
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Shall  not  I,  who  for  all  my  life  have  been 
One  of  his  sturdiest  sons,  go  forth  and  view 
His  triumph ;  and  perhaps  with  brothers  from 
Far  distant  storied  lands,  form  bonds  and  leagues 
Which  never  shall  be  sundered,  but  shall  grow 
And  strengthen,  till  our  children's  brighter  day 
Shall  see  them  bind  the  family  of  man 
In  peaceful  might  for  ever  ? 

Or  perchance 
The  sight  of  some  great  wonder  of  my  art 
May  bring  fresh  combinations  to  my  brain, 
And  I  may  give  the  world  some  triumph,  new 
To  science  and  to  skill,  to  mind  and  man. 


(     i68     ) 


THE  ARTISAN  WITHIN  THE  CRYSTAL 
PALACE  GREAT  EXHIBITION,  1851. 

Well  have  ye  wrought,  my  brothers  ;  now  I  know 
Labour  is  crown'd,  and  wears  upon  his  brow 
The  ghtt'ring  emblems  of  imperial  power  : 
This  is  his  triumph,  this  the  fated  hour 
Long  seen  by  prophets  and  the  bards  of  old. 
Exult,  my  brothers,  strong  and  wise  and  bold  ! 
Trumpet  and  banner  with  your  numbers  bring  ; 
The  wind  shall  bear  your  glad  notes  on  his  wing. 
Let  your  gay  streamers  flicker  in  the  sun  ; 
The  reign  of  Wisdom  has  at  length  begun. 
The  bloody  laurel  from  the  warrior's  head 
(That  grave  flower,  blooming  only  o'er  the  dead) 
Is  fading  fast ;  then  let  the  wide  world  ring 
With  the  loud  shout,  ''  Labour  is  crown'd  a  king." 

And  this  his  temple  !  palace  !  house  of  light ! 
Grandly  immense  ;  sublime,  yet  gay  and  bright, 
As  if  a  structure  from  a  fairy  dream 
Built  of  the  dew,  beneath  the  silver  beam 
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Of  some  rich  harvest  moon,  had  by  the  power 
Of  old  magician  raised  its  fihny  bower 
Above  the  topmost  boughs  of  mighty  trees, 
Where  nought  had  ever  soar'd  but  bird  or  breeze ; 
And  stretch'd  each  way,  as  far  as  eye  could  scan, 
Woods,  rocks,  and  fountains,  cov'ring  with  its  span, 
'Till  by  strong  tension  ev'ry  fairy  line 
Became  as  pure  as  beams  of  light  that  shine 
From  noonday  sun  ;  then,  without  noise  or  shock. 
To  crystal  changed,  which,  firm  as  Alpine  rock, 
Retains  each  thin-drawn  line  and  airy  form. 
But  bears  unmoved  the  blast  of  fiercest  storm  : 
A  dream  in  all  that  meets  the  wond'ring  eye. 
To  sense  and  touch  a  strong  reality. 


How  boldly  leaps  above  that  old  elm  tree 
This  perfect  arch  ;  and  long  its  tracery,  see 
The  rainbow  colours  with  the  light  combine, 
To  show  each  spider-wrought,  intricate  line  ! 
How  brightly  through  the  roof  the  sun's  rays  dash  ! 
How  strange  this  moving  hum,  this  ceaseless  plash 
Of  falling  waters,  with  the  organ's  note 
Now  pealing  near,  now  dying  more  remote  ; 
This  myriad,  moving,  earnest,  gazing  crowd, 
Those  changeless,  silent,  dreamlike  statues,  bow'd 
In  deep  despair,  or  stirr'd  by  passion's  breath 
To  energy  of  action — still  as  death  ! , 
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These  varied  shapes  and  forms  of  diverse  hue, 
That  wondrous  distance  melting  into  blue, 
These  mingling  colours  with  their  orient  gleam, 
This  polish'd  metal's  glitt'ring,  dazzling  beam, 
These  tropic  plants  and  flowers  blooming  fair. 
These  banners  hanging  in  the  painted  air, — 
These  sights  and  sounds,  these  changing  forms  and 

gleams, 
Pass  like  a  rapid  whirl  of  gorgeous  dreams. 
The  soul  looks  through  the  eye  with  vivid  strain. 
Sensation  dies  upon  the  dizzy  brain ; 
My  heart  beats  full,  my  sinewy  strong  right  arm 
Hangs  nerveless  at  my  side  — let  me  be  calm  ; 
And  whilst  I  walk  this  vision-charmed  way 
And  these  rich  wonders  of  the  world  survey. 
Remember  I  am  one  of  that  great  band. 
The  craftsmen,  artists,  workers,  of  this  land. 
Who  built  this  palace,  and  have  here  enshrined 
The  products  palpable  of  hand  and  mind ; 
And  here  these  textures,  ores,  and  works  were  brought. 
That  gather'd  nations  might  be  bless'd  and  taught ; 
Then  as  I  pass  reflect  at  ev'ry  turn, 
That  I  am  here  to  mark,  to  think,  and  learn. 


(      171      ) 


THE  "RESOLUTE." 

Alone  !  alone  !  by  night  and  day. 
Beneath  the  frost-king's  polar  sway, 
Fast  ribb'd  in  ice  the  good  ship  lay. 

Her  masts  were  shafts  of  crystal  bright ; 
Her  sides  were  sheets  of  metal  white, 
That  glittefd  in  the  starry  night. 

She  lay  alone  ;  no  human  sound 
Disturb'd  the  polar  night  profound, 
That  curtain'd  the  horizon  round. 

Upon  her  decks  no  voice  was  heard, 
No  seaman's  laugh,  no  captain's  word ; 
No  sign  of  life  within  her  stirr'd. 

Caught,  on  her  darkly  vent'rous  way, 
Within  that  stern  ice-grip,  she  may 
Lie,  till  bright  dawns  the  judgment-day. 
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Her  sides  of  oak,  whence  thunder  boom'd 
O'er  many  a  sea,  may  He  entomb'd 
For  ever,  in  that  ice  enwomb'd. 

Within,  not  faintest  gleam  or  glow  ; 
Without,  eternal  frost  and  snow. 
Where  everlasting  ice-winds  blow. 

O'er  crystal  pinnacle  and  spire, 
The  skies  are  red  with  meteor  fire, 
Or  blacken'd  with  the  tempest's  ire. 

Sometimes  the  moon,  with  lambent  light, 
Leads  all  the  splendours  of  the  night 
.    Around  the  good  ship's  masts  so  white. 

Up  from  their  central  polar  ring, 

The  northern  lights'  wild  dances  spring. 

And  cleave  the  night  with  fiery  wing. 

But  lone  and  fast  the  good  ship  bides  ; 
No  sign  nor  sound  release  betides  ; — 
The  ice-grip  tightens  round  her  sides. 

For  sixteen  months  entomb'd  she  lay. 
Till  south-west  winds  began  to  play. 
And  loosed  her  on  her  wat'ry  way. 
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Now  toss'd  upon  the  reckless  waves, 
While  fierce  and  wild  the  dark  storm  raves, 
With  shatter'd  masts  her  fate  she  braves. 

By  boundless  fields  of  glitt'ring  snow, 
Where  tow'ring  icebergs  skyward  grow, 
She  drifts,  where'er  the  wind  may  blow. 

Help  comes  at  last ;  a  sailor's  hand 

And  voice  once  more  her  course  command, 

And  steer  her  to  his  native  land. 

There  kindly  men,  with  skilful  care, 
Her  broken  sides  and  masts  repair, 
Till  soon  she  floats,  as  sound  and  fair 

As  when  she  left  old  England's  shore, 
To  dare  the  northern  tempest's  roar, 
Where  Winter  holds  his  kingdom  hoar. 

Now  'scaped  her  perils  dark  and  keen. 
The  brave  old  Resolute  is  seen, 
A  nation's  gift  to  England's  queen. 

Ah  !  who  shall  say  he  may  not  sweep. 
Like  this  lone  ship,  o'er  waters  deep, 
Where  tempests  dire  their  revels  keep  ? 
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All  purposeless,  his  vacant  soul 
Drift  onward  still  without  control, 
Where'er  the  troubled  waters  roll. 

Or  lie  fast  lock'd  within  a  mound 
Of  sense  and  sin,  with  torpor  bound, 
And  hopeless  in  that  dark  profound. 

But  hears,  though  by  whole  oceans  laved, 

Yet  ineffaced,  by  mem'ry  graved. 

Some  God-sent  text  which  might  have  saved. 

Oh,  when  shall  our  great  Captain's  hand 
Of  these  lost  vessels  take  command. 
And  guide  them  to  His  native  land  ? 


(     175     ) 


THE    TRUE   FAIRYLAND. 

A    SONG. 

I  DO  not  pine  for  forest  cells, 

Where  'neath  the  leaves  the  fairy  dwells, 

Or  wanders  with  the  bee  ; 
My  little  garden-plot  of  flowers, 
My  happy  home,  my  own  loved  bowers, 

Are  fairyland  to  me. 

I  do  not  sigh  for  glowing  lands, 
Where  rivers  over  golden  sands 

Glide  to  a  silver  sea  ; 
The  winding  banks  of  one  small  stream, 
Where  youth  and  love  together  dream. 

Are  fairyland  to  me. 

I  would  not  float  on  filmy  sail, 
With  fairy  elves  on  summer  gale, 

At  eve  by  tower  and  tree  ; 
When  labour's  daily  task  is  done. 
Yon  mossy  bank  at  setting  sun 

Is  fairyland  to  me. 
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I  do  not  sigh  for  painted  bowers, 

Where  fays  and  sylphs  'mid  purple  flowers 

Make  magic  melody  ; 
That  old  green  lane,  where  ev'ry  spring, 
The  primrose  blooms  and  wild  birds  sing. 

Is  fairyland  to  me. 

I  would  not  dwell  in  charmed  halls. 
Where  gems  upon  the  crystal  walls 

Shine  soft  and  silently ; 
My  home,  where  hearts  in  truth  are  plight, 
And  eyes  with  love  shine  clear  and  bright 

Is  fairyland  to  me. 


(      177      ) 


LIDGATE  PARAPHRASED. 

A   DESCRIPTION    OF    PARADISE. 

Out  of  a  rib,  whilst  Adam  deeply  slept, 

Fair  Eve  was  form'd,  made  perfect  from  his  side ; 

All  suddenly  in  loveliness  she  stept, 

God's  gift  to  him,  his  help-meet  and  his  bride, 

For  joy  and  comfort  with  him  aye  to  bide. 

So  wives  at  first  the  Maker  did  ordain. 

Either  for  help  or  for  increase  of  pain. 

To  them  God  freely  gave  all  sov'reign  power 
In  Paradise,  a  place  where  joys  unbidden 
Came  ever  to  each  happy  plain  and  bower ; 
All  fruits  that  grew  on  high,  or  lowly  hidden, 
To  eat,  were  theirs  ;  but  one  there  was  forbidden. 
God  said  to  them,  the  Bible  does  declare, 
That  e'en  to  touch  this  fruit  they  should  not  dare. 

All  pure  delights  in  that  fair  heavenly  place 
God  put,  and  to  their  keeping  free  did  give. 
To  use  them  ev'ry  passing  minute's  space, 
And  taste  all  pleasures  that  in  them  did  live  ; 

N 
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Here  kept  the  blossom  fair,  and  fresh  the  bloom, 
And  fruits  were  ever  ripe,  nor  in  the  gloom 
Of  storms  were  shaken  to  a  wintry  tomb. 

The  soil  was  broider'd  thick  with  summer  flowers ; 

No  worthless  weed  did  bring  a  thought  of  sadness, 

For  God  and  nature  all  the  passing  hours 

Gave  ev'ry  place  fresh  colour,  leaves,  and  gladness. 

Each  bower  and  bank  was  clad  in  freshest  sheen, 

And  fairest  Flora  of  all  flowers  the  queen, 

Her  livery  made  of  a  perpetual  green. 

The  trees  reach'd  almost  to  the  sunny  heaven, 

And  cast  about  a  full  and  pleasant  shade ; 

No  storms,  nor  rain,  nor  thunder,  wind,  nor  leven. 

Had  power  one  glistening  leaf  on  them  to  fade  : 

Ever  was  glad  and  fresh  each  stately  glade, 

And  in  their  midst,  high,  tow'ring,  one  might  see. 

Fairest  of  all,  of  Life  the  wondrous  tree. 

Free  as  the  cloudless  orient  moon  from  stain. 
The  glittering  rivers  ran  like  silver  fine, 
Gurgling  'tween  flow'ry  banks  across  the  plain, 
But  sweetly  pure,  and  perfect  crystalline; 
Springing  exhaustless  from  a  source  divine, 
The  limpid  waters  spread  with  pleasant  sound, 
And  murmur'd  gentle  music  all  around. 
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There  ever  rose  a  joyous  choral  song 

From  blithest  birds,  in  perfect  harmony  ; 

To  that  pure  place  no  evil  did  belong, 

There  could  be  foster'd  nought  of  malady, 

But  all  was  mirth  and  sweetest  melody, 

There  joy  and  bliss  in  sov'reign  power  did  reign, 

And  pleasure  fill'd  the  heart,  uncheck'd  by  pain. 


(      i8o     ) 


PEPPER'S  LETTER. 

Dear  Missus, 

Master's  just  gone  out, 
And  left  his  writing  things  about ; 
I've  got  his  pen — a  good  steel  scraper, 
A  sheet  of  his  milk-white  notepaper. 
To  make  me  high  enough,  with  care 
I've  put  the  Bible  on  a  chair ; 
And  here  I  sit  at  ease,  inditing 
This  letter  in  my  best  handwriting. 

But  where  or  how  shall  I  begin. 

To  tell  the  troubles  I've  been  in. 

From  maid  and  master,  fools  and  fleas. 

From  washings,  scrubbings,  soap,  and  grease  ? 

Enough  perhaps  for  me  to  say. 

That  ever  since  you  went  away, 

I've  lived  a  dog's  life  night  and  day. 

I'm  better  now — let's  jog  on  faster ; 

And  first  I'll  talk  about  my  master. 
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Twixt  you  and  me,  'tis  all  his  spite 

To  tell  you  that  I  howl  at  night : 

Pray  treat  that  tale  with  hearty  scorn. 

You've  heard  him,  on  a  Sunday  morn, 

Just  when  his  shaving  he  begins, 

Howl  out  some  odd  lines  from  the  hymns — ■ 

"  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight." 

He'd  murder  all  the  pleasure,  quite. 

"  There  my  best  friends,  my  kindred,  dwell." 

Perhaps  they  do ;  I  know  full  well. 

If  they  ain't  deaf,  that  on  the  day 

They  hear  him  there,  they'll  cut  away. 

But  never  mind,  we'll  let  it  pass  ; 

INIasters  a  well-intentioned  ass. 

Give  him  a  pipe,  a  sunny  day. 

And  bubbles  bright  to  blow  away ; 

Like  gayest  bird  he'll  blithely  sing, 

"  Life  gives  no  purer,  richer  thing. 

Than  just  throughout  the  summer  day 

To  mark  these  bubbles  float  away." 


And  now,  dear  missus,  tell  me,  pray. 

That  you'll  no  longer  keep  away; 

Believe  me,  I've  been  badly  treated. 

Misunderstood,  neglected,  cheated. 

There's  that ,  I  must  own. 

She  fed  me  well  with  meat  and  bone ; 

N  3 
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But  then  I  never  had  my  way — 
She  snubb'd  me  twenty  times  a  day ; 
She's  made,  I  know,  of  right  good  stuff, 
But  doesn't  vakie  dogs  enough. 
Mere  men  she'll  manage  at  her  pleasure, 
But  dogs  are  quite  beyond  her  measure. 
She  doesn't  know  our  rank  and  station, 
We  don't  come  in  her  dispensation. 
Did  I  belong  to  human  kind, 
■  With  choker  white,  and  tails  behind. 
Were  six  feet  high,  could  joke  and  smile, 
And  "  hailed  "  from  Ireland's  emerald  isle, 
She'd  quickly  share  with  me  her  hoard, 
And  freely  give  me  bed  and  board. 

But ,  he's  a  stunner, 

A  reg'lar  brick,  a  first-rate  "  wunner  ; " 
Through  all  my  life  his  praise  I'll  utter. 
He  gave  me  ham,  'twixt  bread  and  butter ; 
The  daintiest  bits  he  made  me  eat, 
And  fed  me  with  the  finest  meat. 
Three  cheers  for  that  old  silver  head  ! 
Long  may  he  live  ;  and  when  he's  dead, 
I'll  deeply  grave  upon  his  stone — 
"  For  this  old  man  one  heart  makes  moan. 
And  will  in  love  his  mem'ry  hold — 
Till  when?  you  ask.     Till  Pepper's  cold^ 
But  as  for  that  poor  girl,  your  maid. 
And  Mother  Snell,  I'm  half  afraid 
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On  this  clean  paper  here  to  write 
The  names  I  call'd  them  in  my  spite  : 
But  never  mind  them,  missus  dear ; 
Come  home,  come  home,  my  heart  to  cheer. 
But  p'raps  you've  lived  in  such  fine  places, 
Have  seen  such  beauties,  gifts,  and  graces, 
That  you'll  despise  your  humble  home, 
And  long  again  to  leave  and  roam. 

And  yet,  when  home  once  more  returning, 
From  wand'ring  far  on  sea  or  plain, 
A  heart  of  love  within  us  burning 
To  throb  'gainst  one  dear  breast  again, — 
Ah  !  then  hard  hands  are  velvet  soft, 
The  homeliest  face  has  angel's  eyes, 
The  meanest  door  is  Eden's  gate. 
The  humblest  scenes  are  Paradise. 

This  verse  is  master's  fine  inditing  ; 
I  found  it  'mongst  his  other  writing. 
Oh,  ain't  it  stuff?     It  doesn't  shine 
Beside  these  flowing  lines  of  mine. 
Well,  I  must  go  ;   I've  an  appointment, 
To  be  well  rubb'd  with  sulphur  ointment ; 
The  stuff  was  made  by  Mr.  Skepper ; 
It  does  me  good. 

Yours  truly, 

Pepper. 


(      i84      ) 


GERMAN  POPULAR  STORIES. 

GIVEN    TO    A    LADY    WITH    THESE    LINES. 

Tales  of  our  youth  again  ! 
Tales  of  the  fairyland  ! 
Tales  that  delight  us  now, 
Though  low  in  time's  glass  runs  the  sand. 

Love  of  our  youth  again  ! 
Love  wath  our  life  that  grows, — • 
Love  that  is  tender  still. 
And  fresh  as  the  summer's  first  rose. 

Love  and  dear  land  of  light ; 
Land  and  love  that  are  wed,— 
Sweet  land  and  love  for  us. 
In  that  time  when  time  shall  be  dead. 


(      i85      ) 


TO  

I  COULD  not  live  this  life  alone ; 

I  could  not  hear  this  ceaseless  groan, 

That  rises  like  the  surging  moan 

Of  some  wide-circling  sea  ; 
I  could  not  bear  this  sorrow's  smart, 
This  venom'd  pain's  enduring  dart ; 
Did  not  one  loving,  gentle  heart, 

Walk  all  life's  paths  with  me. 


I  could  not  see  the  gifts  that  spring 
(God  sent)  does  on  this  broad  earth  fling. 
Nor  hear  the  summer  song-birds  sing 

Their  carols  blithe  and  free. 
Had  not  that  heart,  in  forest  glade, 
By  sunny  bank,  or  bower'd  shade, 
My  own,  these  joys  full  doubly  made. 

By  sharing  them  with  me. 


i86  TO  

I  scarce  could  hope  my  spirit's  flight, 
Through  this  thick  gloom  of  cloud  and  night, 
Would  end  in  that  fair  world  of  light, 

Where  tears  shall  never  be, 
But  that  within  my  soul  I  know. 
When  through  the  narrow  gate  we  go, 
The  heart  that  is  my  strength  below, 

My  bliss  in  heaven  shall  be. 


(      i87     ) 


THE   REBUILDING    OF    THE   RUINED 

STEEPLE. 

Around  me  deep  your  fathers  sleep, 
Beneath  my  foot  their  ashes  rest ; 

Then  rear  me  high  t'wards  yon  blue  sky, 
Where  dwell  their  souls  for  ever  blest. 

Yes,  raise  me  there,  in  thin  clear  air, 

Where  high  and  free  the  sweet  lark  sings. 

And  angels  bright,  in  rapid  flight, 

Shall  brush  me  with  their  purple  wings. 

Then  vale  and  stream,  with  shade  and  gleam, 
Shall  form  my  rich  and  far  survey ; 

And  summer's  breeze  on  tall  green  trees, 
Below  my  taper  spire  shall  play. 

And  I  shall  hear,  so  sweet  and  clear, 
All  sounds  of  joy  that  give  delight ; 

Sweet  music  borne  on  wings  of  morn. 
Or  sighing  soft  at  silent  night. 
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When,  from  far  land  or  distant  strand, 
The  wand'rer  seeks  his  native  sod, 

His  joyful  eye  shall  first  descry 

The  spire  that  marks  the  house  of  God. 

For  I  shall  stand,  in  this  fair  land, 
An  emblem  of  the  faith  you  love, 

Firm  resting  here  to  guide  and  cheer, 
But  pointing  still  to  realms  above. 

From  me  shall  ring  sweet  summoning. 
To  hear  the  word  that  helps  and  saves  ; 

And  solemn  knell  of  funeral  bell, 

When  mourners  stand  by  open  graves. 

In  joyous  swells  my  merry  bells 

Shall  rise  when  hearts  are  join'd  for  ever, 
And  faith  is  plight  and  hands  unite. 

To  part  no  more  till  death  shall  sever. 

By  day  and  night,  through  dark  and  light, 
My  watch  beside  these  graves  I'll  keep  ; 

Perhaps  until  the  breath  shall  fill 

The  trump  that  wakes  the  dead  from  sleep. 
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Political  History  of  the  Last  Six  Years,  from  the  end  of  1873  to 
the  beginning  of  18S0.  Second  Edition,  with  Index  and  con- 
tinuation to  March,  1880.     Demy  8vo,  i6j. 

CLODD,  Edward,  E.R.A.S.—Th.e  Childhood  of  the  'World  :  a 
Simple  Account  of  Man  in  Early  Times.  Sixth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  3  J. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is. 

The  Childhood  of  Religions.  Including  a  Simple  Account  of 
the  Birth  and  Growth  of  Myths  and  Legends.  Ninth  Thousand. 
Crown  8vo,  5^. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is.  6d. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth.  With  a  brief  sketch  of  Jewish  History  to  the 
Time  of  His  Birth.     Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

COGHLAN,  J.  Cole,  D.D.—Th.e  Modern  Pharisee  and  other 
Sermons,  Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  H.  H.  Dickinson,  D.D., 
Dean  of  Chapel  Ro3'al,  Dublin.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
Crown  8vo,  7^,  6d. 

COLERIDGE,  Sara. — Phantasmion.  A  Fairy  Tale.  With  an  In- 
troductory Preface,  by  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Coleridge,  of  Ottery 
St.  Mary.     A  New  Edition.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  ys.  6d. 

Memoir  and  Letters  of  Sara  Coleridge,  Edited  by  her 
Daughter,  With  Index,  Cheap  Edition.  With  one  Portrait. 
p.  6d. 
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Collects  Exemplifled.  Being  Illustrations  from  the  Old  and  New 
Testaments  of  the  Collects  for  the  Sundays  after  Trinity,  By  the 
Author  of  "  A  Commentary  on  the  Epistles  and  Gospels,"  Edited 
by  the  Rev,  Joseph  Jackson.     Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

COLLINS,  Mortimer.— 'lYvQ  Secret  of  Long  Life.    Small  crown  8vo, 

3J-.  (id. 

CONNELL,  A.  A^— Discontent  and  Danger  in  India.  Small 
crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

COOKE,  Prof.  J.  /',— Scientific  Culture.     Crown  8vo,  is, 

COOPER,   IL   y.— The  Art  of  Furnishing  on   Rational  and 

Esthetic  Principles.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Fcap, 
8vo,  \s.  6d. 

CORFIELD,  Prof.,  ^/.Z).— Health.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

CORY,  Willmm.—K  Guide  to  Modern  English  History.  Tart  I. 
— MDCCCXV,-MDCCCXXX.  Demy  8vo,  gx.  Part  II.— 
MDCCCXXX.-MDCCCXXXV,,  15^. 

CORY,  Col.  Ar//iur.— The  Eastern  Menace.    Crown  8vo,  ys.  6d. 

COTTERILL,  H.  B.—An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Poetry. 
Crown  8vo,  7!'.  6d. 

COURTNEY,  W.  Z.— The  Metaphysics  of  John  Stuart  Mill. 
Crown  8vo,  5^,  6d, 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  George  W.,  M.A.,  Bart.—K  History  of  Greece  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  end  of  the  Persian  "War. 

New  Edition.     2  vols.     Demy  8vo,  36^-, 

The  Mythology  of  the  Aryan  Nations.  New  Edition. 
Demy  8vo,  ids. 

A  General  History  of  Greece  from  the  Earliest  Period 
to  the  Death  of  Alexander  the  Great,  with  a  sketch  of 
the  subsequent  History  to  the  present  time.  New  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d. 

Tales  of  Ancient  Greece.    New  Edition.    Small  crown  8vo,  6j. 
School  History  of  Greece,     New  Edition.    With  Maps.    Fcap. 
Svo,  3^,  6d. 

The  Great  Persian  ^War  from  the  History  of  Herodotus. 

New  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  y.  6d. 

A  Manual  of  Mythology  in  the  form  of  Question  and 

Ans-wer.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  3^-, 

An  Introduction  to  the  Science  of  Comparative  Myth- 
ology and  Folk-Lore.     Crown  Svo,  9^. 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  G.  IV.,  M.A.,  Bart.,  and  JONES,  Eustace  Hinton.— 
Popular  Romances  of  the  Middle  Ages.  Second 
Edition,  in  I  vol.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

COX,  Rev.  Samztel.—SBl^aXov  Mundi  ;  or,  Is  Christ  the  Saviour  of  all 
IMcn  ?     Seventh  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  51, 
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cox.  Rev,  Sanmcl. — coiitimicd. 

The  Genesis  of  Evil,  and  other  Sermons,  mainly  expository. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 

A  Commentary  on  the  Book  of  Job.     With  a  Translation. 
Demy  8vo,  15^. 

CRAUFURD,  A.  A^— Seeking  for  Light :  Sermons.    Crown  8vo,  $s. 

CRAVEN,  Mrs.—K  Year's  Meditations.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

CRA  WFURD,  Oswald.— Vovtv.%Zi\,  Old  and  New.  With  Illustra- 
tions and  Maps.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

CROZIER,  John  Beattie,  yJ/.^.— The  Religion  of  the  Future. 
Crown  SvOj  6j. 

Cyclopaedia  of  Common  things.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Sir  George 
W.  Cox,  Bart.,  M.A.  With  500  Illustrations.  Third  Edition. 
Large  post  Svo,  7^.  dd. 

DALTON,  Rev.  John  Neale,  M.A.,  ^.iV.— Sermons  to  Naval 
Cadets.  Preached  on  board  H.M.S.  "Britannia."  Second 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

DAVIDSON,  Rev.  Samuel,  D.D.,  ZZ.Z?.— The  New  Testament, 
translated  from  the  Latest  Greek  Text  of  Tischen- 
dorf .    A  New  and  thoroughly  revised  Edition.    Post  Svo,  los.  dd. 

Canon  of  the  Bible :  Its  Formation,  History,  and  Fluctuations. 
Third  and  revised  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

The  Doctrine  of  Last  Things  contained  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment compared  with  the  Notions  of  the  Jews  and  the  Statements 
of  Church  Creeds.     Small  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

DA  VIDSON,  Thojuas.—TYie  Parthenon  Frieze,  and  other  Essays. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

DA  VIES,  Rev.  J.  L.,  il/.^.— Theology  and  Morality.  Essays  on 
Questions  of  Belief  and  Practice.     Crown  Svo,  Js.  bd. 

DAWSON,  Geo.,  i1/.^.— Prayers,  with  a  Discourse  on  Prayer. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.     Eighth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

Sermons  on  Disputed  Points  and  Special  Occasions. 

Edited  by  his  Wife.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

Sermons  on  Daily  Life  and  Duty.  Edited  by  his  Wife. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Authentic  Gospel.  A  New  Volume  of  Sermons.  Edited 
by  George  St.  Clair.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6^-. 

Three  Books  of  God  :  Nature,  History,  and  Scripture. 

Sermons  edited  by  George  St.  Clair.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

DE  REDCLIFFE,  Viscount  Stratford.— "WYiY  am  I  a  Christian  ? 
Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3^. 

DESPREZ,  Phillip  S.,  ^.Z?.— Daniel  and  John  ;  or,  the  Apocalypse 
of  the  Old  and  that  of  the  New  Testament.     Demy  Svo,  12s, 
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DIDON,  Rev.  Father. — Science  without  God.  Conferences  by. 
Translated  from  the  French  by  RosA  Corder.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  5^'. 

DOWDEN;  Edward,  ZZ.Z>. —Shakspere  :  a  Critical  Study  of  his 
Mind  and  Art.     Sixth  Edition.     Post  8vo,  12^. 

Studies  in  Literature,  1789-1877.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Large  post  8vo,  ds. 

DREWRY,  G.  0.,  M.D.—The  Common-Sense  Management  of 
the  Stomach.     Fifth  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

DREWRY,  G.  0.,  M.D.,  and BARTLETT,  H.  C,  P/i.D.—Cm^  and 
Platter  ;  or,  Notes  on  Food  and  its  Effects.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Small  8vo,  is.  6d, 

DUFFIELD,  A.  y.— Don  Quixote  :  his  Critics  and  Commen- 
tators. With  a  brief  account  of  the  minor  works  of  Miguel  de 
Cervantes  Saavedra,  and  a  statement  of  the  aim  and  end  of 
the  greatest  of  them  all.  A  [handy  book  for  general  readers. 
Crown  8vo,  35.  dd, 

DU  MONCEL,  Count— The  Telephone,  the  Microphone,  and 
the  Phonograph.  With  74  Illustrations.  Second  Edition. 
Small  crown  8vo,  5^'. 

EDGE  IVOR T//,  F.  K— Mathematical  Psychics.  An  Essay  on 
the  Application  of  Mathematics  to  Social  Science.  Demy  8vo, 
•7s.  6d. 

EDIS,  Robert  W.,  F.S.A.,  etc. — Decoration  and  Furniture  of 
To^wn  Houses  :  a  Series  of  Cantor  Lectures,  delivered  before 
the  Society  of  Arts,  1880.  Amplified  and  Enlarged.  With  29 
Full-page  Illustrations  and  numerous  Sketches.  Second  Edition. 
Square  8vo,  12s.  bd. 

Educational  Code  of  the  Prussian  Nation,  in  its  Present 
Form.  In  accordance  with  the  Decisions  of  the  Common  Pro- 
vincial Law,  and  with  those  of  Recent  Legislation.  Crown  8vo, 
2s.  6d. 

Education  Library.    Edited  by  Philip  Magnus  : — 

An    Introduction    to    the     History     of     Educational 

Theories.     By  Oscar    Browning,    M.A.     Second  Edition. 
y.  6d. 

John  Amos  Comenius  :  his  Life  and  Educational  Work.     By 
Prof.  S.  S.  Laurie,  A.M.     3^.  6d. 

Old  Greek  Education.    By  the  Rev.  Prof.  Mahaffy,  M.A. 
3^.  6d. 

Eighteenth  Century  Essays.  Selected  and  Edited  by  Austin 
Dobson.  With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  by  R.  Caldecott. 
Parchment  Library  Edition,  6s.  ;  vellum,  Js.  6d. 

ELSDALE,  Henry, — Studies  in  Tennyson's  Idylls.  Crown  8vo,  qj. 
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ELYOT,  Sir  Thomas.— ^Icie  Boke  named  the  Gouernour.  Edited 
from  the  First  Edition  of  1531  by  Henry  Herbert  Stephen 
Croft,  M.A.,  Barrister-at-Law.  With  Portraits  of  Sir  Thomas 
and  Lady  Elyot,  copied  by  permission  of  her  Majesty  from  Hol- 
bein's Original  Drawings  at  Windsor  Castle.  2  vols.  Fcap.  4to, 
5oy. 

Eranus.  A  Collection  of  Exercises  in  the  Alcaic  and  Sapphic  Metres. 
Edited  by  F.  W.  CORNISH,  Assistant  Master  at  Eton.  Crown 
8vo,  2s, 

EVANS,  Mark.— The  Story  of  Our  Father's  Love,  told  to 
Children.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Four  Illustrations. 
Fcap.  8vo,  IS.  6d. 

A  Book  of  Common  Prayer  and  ^Worship  for  House- 
hold Use,  compiled  exclusively  from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 
Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  is. 

l*he  Gospel  of  Home  Life.    Crown  8vo,  4^.  6d. 

The  King's  Story-Book.     In  Three  Parts.     Fcap.  8vo,  \s.  6J. 

each. 

♦j,*  Parts  I.  and  II.  with  Eight  Illustrations  and  Two  Picture  Maps, 

now  ready. 

"Fan  Kvvae"  at  Canton  before  Treaty  Days  1825-1844. 

By  an  old  Resident.     With  frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5^. 

FELKIN,  H.  M. — Technical  Education  in  a  Saxon  Town. 
Published  for  the  City  and  Guilds  of  London  Institute  for  the 
Advancement  of  Technical  Education,     Demy  8vo,  2j. 

FLOREDICE,  W.  H.—K  Month  among  the  Mere  Irish.  Small 
crown  8vo,  5^. 

Folkestone  Ritual  Case  :  the  Arguments,  Proceedings,  Judgment, 
and  Report.     Demy  8vo,  25J. 

FORMBY,  Rev.  Henry. — Ancient  Rome  and  its  Connection 
with  the  Christian  Religion  :  An  Outline  of  the  History 
of  the  City  from  its  First  Foundation  down  to  the  Erection  of 
the  Chair  of  St.  Peter,  A.D.  42-47.  With  numerous  Illustrations 
of  Ancient  Monuments,  Sculpture,  and  Coinage,  and  of  the 
Antiquities  of  the  Christian  Catacombs.  Royal  4to,  cloth  extra, 
£,2  IQS,  ;  roxburgh  half-morocco,  £z  \2s.  6d. 

ERASER,  Donald.— Kyichange  Tables  of  Sterling  and  Indian 
Rupee  Currency,  upon  a  new  and  extended  system,  embracing 
Values  from  One  Farthing  to  One  Hundred  Thousand  Pounds, 
and  at  rates  progressing,  in  Sixteenths  of  a  Penny,  from  is.  gd,  to 
2s.  2d.  per  Rupee.     Royal  8vo,  10s.  6d, 

FRISWELL,  y.  //atH.—The  Better  Self.  Essays  for  Home  Life. 
Crown  8vo.  6s. 
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GARDINER,  Samuel  R.,  and  J.  BASS  MULLINGER,  M.A.— 
Introduction  to  the  Study  of  English  History.  Large 
Crown  8vo,  gj. 

GARDN'ER,  Dorsey. — Quatre  Bras,  Ligny,   and  Waterloo.    A 

Narrative  of  the  Campaign  in  Belgium,  1815.     With  Maps  and 
Plans.     Demy  8vo,  \bs, 

GARDNER,  J.,  yJ/.Z?.— Longevity  :  The  Means  of  Prolonging 
Life  after  Middle  Age.  Fourth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     Small  crown  8vo,  4^'. 

GEDDES,  James. — History  of  the  Administration  of  John  de 
Witt,  Grand  Pensionary  of  Holland.  A''ol.  I.  1623-1654.  With 
Portrait.     Demy  8vo,  15^-. 

GENNA,  E.  —  Irresponsible  Philanthropists.  Being  some 
Chapters  on  the  Employment  of  Gentlewomen.  Small  crown 
8vo,  zs.  ()d. 

GEORGE,  Henry. — Progress  and  Poverty  :  an  Inquuy  into  the 
Causes  of  Industrial  Depressions,  and  of  Increase  of  Want  with 
Increase  of  Wealth.  The  Remedy.  Second  Edition,  Post 
8vo,  "js.  (>d.    Also  a  cheap  edition.     Sewed,  price  6d. 

GILBERT,  il/rj. —Autobiography  and  other  Memorials. 
Edited  by  Josiah  Gilbert.  Third  and  Cheaper  Editionj.  With 
Steel  Portrait  and  several  Wood  Engravings.     Crown  8vg,  "js.  6d. 

GLOVER,  F.,  ALA. — Exempla  Latina.  A  First  Construing  Book, 
with  Short  Notes,  Lexicon,  and  an  Introduction  to  the  Analysis 
of  Sentences.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s. 

GODWIA^,  William.— T\\Q  Genius  of  Christianity  Unveiled. 
Being  Essays  never  before  published.  Edited,  with  a  Preface, 
by  C.  Kegan  Paul.     Crown  8vo,  7^.  6d, 

GOLDSMID,  Sir  Francis  Henry,  Bart.,  Q.C.,  iT/./".— Memoir  of. 
With  Portrait.     Second  Edition,  revised.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

GOODENOUGH,  Comviodore  J.  C— Memoir  of,  with  Extracts  from 
his  Letters  and  Journals.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  With  Steel 
Engraved  Portrait.     Square  8vo,  5^. 

*,);*  Also  a  Library  Edition  with  Maps,  Woodcuts,  and  Steel  Engraved 
Portrait.     Square  post  8vo,  14^. 

GOSSE,  Edmund  W. — Studies  in  the  Literature  of  Northern 
Europe.  With  a  Frontispiece  designed  and  etched  by  Alma 
Tadema.     New  and  cheaper  edition.     I^arge  crown  8vo,  (>s, 

GOULD,  Rev.  S.  Baring,  M.A.—Th.Q  Vicar  of  Morv^enstow  :  a 
Memoir  of  the  Rev.  R.  S.  Hawker.  With  Portrait.  Third 
Edition,  revised.     Square  post  8vo,  los.  dd, 

Germany,    Present  and   Past.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Large  crown  8vo,  'js.  dd. 

GOWAN,  Major  Walter  E.—K.  IvanofT's  Russian  Grammar. 
(i6th  Edition.)  Translated,  enlarged,  and  arranged  for  use  of 
Students  of  the  Russian  Language.     Demy  Svo,  6s, 
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GRAHAM,  William,  M.A. — The  Greed  of  Science,  Religious,  Moral, 
and  Social.     Demy  8vo,  I2s. 

GRIFFITH,  Thomas,  A.M.— The  Gospel  of  the  Divine  Life :  a 
Study  of  the  Fourth  Evangelist.     Demy  8vo,  14^-, 

GRIMLEY,  Rev.  H  N.,  M.A. — Tremadoc  Sermons,  chiefly  on 
the  Spiritual  Body,  the  Unseen  "World,  and  the 
Divine  Humanity.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

GRUNER,  ^/.Z,  —  Studies  of  Blast  Furnace  Phenomena. 
Translated  by  L.  D.  B.  Gordon,  F.R.S.E.,  F.G.S.  Demy  Svo, 
•js.  bd, 

GURNEY,  Rev.  Archer. — 'Words  of  Faith  and  Cheer.  A  Mission 
of  Instruction  and  Suggestion.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

IIAECKEL,  Prof.  Ernst.— Th.e  History  of  Creation.  Translation 
revised  by  Professor  E.  Ray  Lankester,  M.A.,  F.R.S.  With 
Coloured  Plates  and  Genealogical  Trees  of  the  various  groups 
of  both  Plants  and  Animals.  2  vols.  Second  Edition,  Post 
Svo,  ■^2s. 

The  History  of  the  Evolution  of  Man.     With  numerous 
Illustrations.     2  vols.     Post  Svo,  32^. 

Freedom  in  Science  and  Teaching.     With  a  Prefatory  Note 
by  T,  H.  Huxley,  F.R.S.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

IIalf-Crown  Series  : — 

Sister  Dora  :  a  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale. 

True  Words  for  Brave  Men  :  a  Book  for  Soldiers  and  Sailors. 
By  the  late  Charles  Kingsley. 

An  Inland  Voyage.    By  R.  L.  Stevenson.  ' 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.     By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 

A  Nook  in  the  Apennines.    By  Leader  Scott. 

Notes  of  Travel  :  being  Extracts  from  the  Journals  of  Count  Von 
Moltke. 

Letters  from  Russia.    By  Count  Von  Moltke. 

English  Sonnets.     Collected  and  Arranged  by  J.  Dennis. 

Lyrics   of    Love.      From    Shakespeare    to    Tennyson. 

Selected  and  Arranged  by  W.  D.  Adams. 

London  Lyrics.    By  F.  Locker. 

Home  Songs  for  Quiet  Hours.     By  the  Rev.  Canon  R.  H. 
Baynes. 

HALLECK'S  International  Law ;  or,  Rules  Regulating  the  Inter 
course  of  States  in  Peace  and  War.  A  New  Edition,  revised, 
with  Notes  and  Cases  by  Sir  Sherston  Baker,  Bart.  .  2  vols. 
Demy  Svo,  38J. 

HARTINGTON,  The  Right  Hon.  the  Marquis  of,  ^.P.— Election 
Speeches  in  1879  and  1880.  With  Address  to  the  Electors 
of  North-East  Lancashire.    Crown  Svo,  3^-.  6d. 
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HAWEIS,  Rev.  H.  R.,  i1/.^.— Current  Coin.  Materialism— The 
Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation 
—The  Sabbath.     Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  S^. 

ArroAVS  in  the  Air.     Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown 

8vo,  5^. 
Speech  in  Season.     Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  51. 

Thoughts  for  the  Times.  Twelfth  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

Unsectarian  Family  Prayers.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Fcap.  8vo,  I  J.  dd. 

HAWKINS,  Edwards  Come>'ford.—'S>-p\x\X  and  Form.  Sermf.ns 
preached  in  the  Parish  Church  of  Leatherhead.     Crown  8vo,  ds. 

HA  YES,  A.  H.,  yzcnf.—'NeMV  Colorado,  and  the  Santa  Fe  Trail. 

With  Map  and  60  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  gs. 

HELLWALD,  Baron  F.  Von.— The  Russians  in  Central  Asia. 
A  Critical  Examination,  down  to  the  Present  Time,  of  the 
Geography  and  History  of  Central  Asia.  Translated  by  Lieut. - 
Col.  Theodore  Wirgman,  LL.B.  With  Map.  Large  post 
8vo,  12S. 

HENRY,  Philip.— TiiaxxeB  and  Letters  of.  Editea  by  Matthew 
Ilenry  Lee,  M.A.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  7^.  6d. 

HIDE,  Al6erL— The  Age  to  Come.     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2y.  6d. 

HIME,  Major  H.  W.  L.,  7?.^.— 'Wagnerism  ;  A  Protest.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

HINTON,  7.— The  Place  of  the  Physician.  To  which  is  added 
Essays  on  the  Law  of  Human  Life,  and  on  the 
Relations  between  Organic  and  Inorganic  'Worlds. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  60^. 

Philosophy  and  Religion.  Selections  from  the  MSS.  of  tlie 
late  James  Hinton.  Edited  by  Caroline  Haddon.  Crown 
8vo,  5J. 

Physiology  for  Practical  Use.  By  Various  Writers.  With 
50  Illustrations.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

An  Atlas  of  Diseases  of  the  Membrana  Tympani.  With 
Descriptive  Text.     Post  8vo,  ;^io  \os. 

The  Questions  of  Aural  Surgery.  With  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
Post  8vo,  lis.  6d. 

Chapters  on  the  Art  of  Thinking,  and  other  Essays. 
With  an  Introduction  by  Shadworth  Hodgson.  Edited  by 
C.  H.  HiNTON.     Crown  8vo,  8^.  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Pain.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  \s. 

Life  and  Letters.  Edited  by  Ellice  Hopkins,  with  an  Intro- 
duction by  Sir  W.  W.  Gull,  Bart.,  and  Portrait  engraved  on 
Steel  by  C.  H.  Jeens.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  Ss.  6d. 
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HOOPER,  Mary.— l.iillQ  Dinners :  How  to  Serve  them  with 
Elegance  and  Economy.  Seventeenth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Cookery  for  Invalids,  Persons  of  Delicate  Digestion, 
and  Children.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d, 

Every-Day  Meals.  Being  Economical  and  Wholesome  Recipes 
for  Breakfast,  Luncheon,  and  Supper.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  2J.  6d. 

HOPKINS,  Ellicc—lAiQ  and  Letters  of  James  Hinton,  with  an 
Introduction  by  Sir  W.  W.  GtJLL,  Bart.,  and  Portrait  engraved 
on  Steel  by  C.  H.  Jeens.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  8j.  dd. 

"Work  amongst  Working  Men.  Fourth  edition.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  3^'.  6(/. 

HORNER,  The  Misses. — Walks  in  Florence.  A  New  and  thoroughly 
Revised  Edition.  2  vols.  Crown  Svo.  Limp  cloth.  With  Illus- 
trations. 

Vol.  I.— Churches,  Streets,  and  Palaces.     \os.  6d, 
Vol.  II. — Public  Galleries  and  Museums.     5^. 

HOSPITALIER,  E. — The  Modern  Applications  of  Electricity. 
Translated  and  Enlarged  by  Julius  Maier,  Ph.D.  With  170 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  i6j. 

Household  Readings  on  Prophecy.  By  a  Layman.  Small 
crown  Svo,  35.  bd, 

HUGHES,  Henry. — The  Redemption  of  the  World.  Crown  Svo, 
3^.  dd, 

HULL,  Edmund  C.  P.— The  European  in  India.  With  a  Medical 
Guide  for  Anglo-Indians.  By  R.  S.  Mair,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.E, 
Third  Edition,  Revised  and  Corrected.     Post  Svo,  ds. 

HUNTINGFORD,  Rev.  E.,  Z>.C,Z.— The  Apocalypse.  With  a 
Commentary  and  Introductory  Essay.     Demy  Svo,  95. 

HUTTON,  Arthur,  71/.^.— The  Anglican  Ministry :  Its  Nature 
and  Value  in  relation  to  the  Catholic  Priesthood.  With  a  Preface 
by  His  Eminence  Cardinal  Newman.     Demy  Svo,  14^. 

HUTTON,  Rev.  C.  F. — Unconscious  Testimony  ;  or,  the  Silent 
Witness  of  the  Hebrew  to  the  Truth  of  the  Historical  Scriptures. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

JENKINS,  E.,  and  RAYMOND,  7,— The  Architect's  Legal 
Handbook.     Third  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 

JENKINS,  Rev.  R.  C,  M.A.— The  Privilege  of  Peter,  and  the 
Claims  of  the  Roman  Church  confronted  with  the  Scriptures, 
the  Councils,  and  the  Testimony  of  the  Popes  themselves.  Fcap, 
Svo,  35.  6d. 

JERVIS,  Rev.  W.  Henley.  — The  Gallican  Church  and  the 
Revolution.  A  Sequel  to  the  History  of  the  Church  of 
France,  from  the  Concordat  of  Bologna  to  the  Revolution. 
Demy  Svo,  \%s. 


Kegan  Paid,  Trench  &  Co.'s  Publications.         15 

JOEL,  L.—K  Consul's  Manual  and  Shipowner's  and  Ship- 
master's Practical  Guide  in  their  Transactions 
Abroad.  With  Definitions  of  Nautical,  Mercantile,  and  Legal 
Terms ;  a  Glossary  of  Mercantile  Terms  in  English,  French, 
German,  Italian,  and  Spanish  ;  Tables  of  the  Money,  Weights, 
and  Measures  of  the  Principal  Commercial  Nations  and  their 
Equivalents  in  British  Standards ;  and  Forms  of  Consular  and 
Notarial  Acts.     Demy  8vo,  12s. 

JOHNSTONE,  C.  R,  M.A.—HisXoTical  Abstracts:  being  Outlines 
of  the  History  of  some  of  the  less  known  States  of  Europe. 
Crown  8vo,  7j.  6d. 

JOLLY,  William,  F.R.S.E.,  <r.'r.— The  Life  of  John  Duncan, 
Scotch  "Weaver  and  Botanist.  With  Sketches  of  his 
Friends  and  Notices  of  his  Times.  Large  crown  8vo,  with 
etched  portrait,  cloth,  pj, 

JONCOURT,  Madame  Marie  </<?.— "Wholesome  Cookery.  Crown 
8vo,  3i.  bd. 

JONES,  C.  A.—TYiQ  Foreign  Freaks  of  Five  Friends.  With  30 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

JONES,  Lucy. — Puddings  and  Sweets  :  being  Three  Hundred  and 
Sixty-five  Receipts  approved  by  experience.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

JOYCE,  P.  fT.,  LL.D.,  etc.—0\(x  Celtic  Romances.  Translated 
from  the  Gaelic.     Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d. 

JOYNES,  J.  Z.— The  Adventures  of  a  Tourist  in  Ireland. 
Second  edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s,  6d, 

KAUFMANN,  Rev.  M.,  ^.^.— Socialism  :  its  Nature,  its  Dangers, 
and  its  Remedies  considered.     Crown  8vo,  ^js.  6d, 

Utopias  ;  or,  Schemes  of  Social  Improvement,  from  Sir  Thomas 
More  to  Karl  Marx.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

ICAY,  Joseph.— Free  Trade  in  Land.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  With 
Preface  by  the  Right  Hon.  John  Bright,  M.P.  Sixth  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  5^. 

KEMPIS,  Thomas  h.—Oi  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  Parchment 
Libraiy  Edition,  6^.  ;  or  vellum,  7^'.  bd.  The  Red  Line  Edition, 
fcap.  8vo,  red  edges,  2s.  6d.  The  Cabinet  Edition,  small  8vo, 
cloth  limp,  IS.  ;  cloth  boards,  red  edges,  is.  6d.  The  Miniature 
Edition,  red  edges,  32mo,  is. 

*^*    All  the  above  Editions  may  be  had  in  various  extra  bindings. 

KENT,  C— Corona  Catholica  ad  Petri  successoris  Pedes 
Oblata.  De  Sumrai  Pontiflcis  Leonis  XIII.  As- 
sumptione  Epigramma.  In  Quinquaginta  Linguis.  Fcap. 
4to,  15J. 

KERNER,  Dr.  ^.—Flowers  and  their  Unbidden  Guests. 
Translation  edited  by  W.  Ogle,  M.r..,  M.D.  With  Illustrations. 
Square  8vo,  ^s. 
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KETTLEWELL,  Rev.  ^.—Thomas  a  Kempis  and  the  Brothers 
of  Common  Life.  2  vols.  With  Frontispieces.  Demy  8vo, 
30J. 

KIDD,  Joseph,  A/.D.—rhe  Laws  of  Therapeutics  ;  or,  the  Science 
and  Art  of  Medicine.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

KINAIIAN,  G.  Henry,  M.R.I. A. —The  Geology  of  Ireland,  with 
numerous  Ilhistrations  and  a  Geological  Map  of  Ireland.  Square 
8vo,  1 5  J. 

KIiVGSFORD,  Anna,  M.D.—11\vq  Perfect  'Way  in  Diet.  A 
Treatise  advocating  a  Return  to  the  Natural  and  Ancient  Food  of 
our  Race.     Small  crown  8vo,  2s. 

KINGSLEY,  Charles,  M.A. — Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life. 

Edited  by  his  Wife.     With  two   Steel  Engraved  Portraits,  and 
Vignettes  on  Wood.     Eleventh  Cabinet  Edition.    2  vols.    Crown 

8vO,   I2J. 

All  Saints'  Day,  and  other  Sermons.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  W. 
Harrison.     Third  Edition,     Crown  8vo,  7^-.  (>d. 

True  Words    for    Brave   Men.     A  Book  for  Soldiers'  and 
Sailors'  Libraries.     Eighth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

KNIGHT,  Professor  ^F.— Studies  in  Philosophy  and  Literature, 
Large  Post  8vo,  7^.  6d. 

KNOX,  Alexander  A.— The  New  Playground  ;  or,  Wanderings  in 
Algeria.    New  and  cheaper  edition.     Large  crown  8vo,  6s. 

LAURIE,  S.  5".— The  Training  of  Teachers,  and  other  Educational 
Papers.     Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d. 

LEE,  Rev.  F.  G.,  Z>.C,Z,— The  Other  World  ;  or,  GHmpses  of  the 
Supernatural,     2  vols,     A  New  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  15J. 

LEWIS,  Edzvard  Dillon. — A  Draft  Code  of  Criminal  Law  and 
Procedure.     Demy  8vo,  21s. 

LINDSA  F,  W.  Lauder,  M.D. — Mind  in  the  Lower  Animals  in 
Health  and  Disease.    2  vols.    Demy  8vo,  32;. 
Vol.  I.— Mind  in  Health.     Vol.  II,— JNIind  in  Disease. 

LLOYD,  PFaUer.—The  Hope  of  the  World  :  An  Essay  on  Universal 
Redemption,     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

LONSDALE,  MargareL— Sister  Dora  :  a  Biography.  With  Portrait. 
Twenty-fifth  Edition.     Cro^vn  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

LORIMER,  Peter,  Z>.Z>.— John  Knox  and  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land. His  Work  in  her  Pulpit,  and  his  Influence  upon  her 
Liturgy,  Articles,  and  Parties.     Demy  8vo,  \zs. 

John  Wiclif  and  his  English  Precursors.  By  Gerhard 
Victor  Lechler.  Translated  from  the  German,  with  additional 
Notes.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  lOi',  6d, 
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LOWDER,  Charles.— Pl  Biography.  By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Teresa." 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     With  Portrait.     31.  dd. 

MACHIAVELLT,  Niccoli.  The  Prince.  Translated  from  the  Italian 
by  N,  H.  T.  Small  crown  8vo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
bevelled  boards,  (>s. 

MACKENZIE,  Alexander.— Hov/  India  is  Governed.  Being  an 
Account  of  England's  work  in  India.     Small  crown  8vo,  2s. 

MACNAUGHT,  Rev.  John.—C(sraa.  Domini  :  An  Essay  on  the  Lord's 
Supper,  its  Primitive  Institution,  Apostolic  Uses,  and  Subsequent 
History.     Demy  Svo,  I4i-. 

MAGNUS,  Mrs. — About  the  Jews  since  Bible  Times.  From  the 
Babylonian  Exile  till  the  Enghsh  Exodus.     Small  crown  Svo,  6j-. 

MAIR,  R.  S.,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.E.—The  Medical  Guide  for  Anglo- 
Indians.  Being  a  Compendium  of  Advice  to  Europeans  in 
India,  relating  to  the  Preservation  and  Regulation  of  Health. 
With  a  Supplement  on  the  Management  of  Children  in  India. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

MANNING,    His  Eminence    Cardinal.— T\\e    True    Story   of   the 

Vatican  Council.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
Many  Voices.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  red  edges,  6s. 

MARKHAM,  Capt.  Albert  Hastings,  /?.A^.— The  Great  Frozen  Sea  : 
A  Personal  Narrative  of  the  Voyage  of  the  Ale7't  during  the  Arctic 
Expedition  of  1875-6.  With  6  Full-page  Illustrations,  2  Maps, 
and  27  Woodcuts.  Fifth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  ds. 
A  Polar  Reconnaissance  :  being  the  Voyage  of  the  Isbjdrn 
to  Novaya  Zemlya  in  1879.  With  10  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo,  l6i-. 

Marriage  and  Maternity  ;  or.  Scripture  Wives  and  Mothers.    Small 

crown  Svo,  4^.  6t/. 
MARTINEAU,    Gertrude.— OxxXWriQ  Lessons  on  Morals.     Small 

crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

McGRATH,  7>m;r^.— Pictures  from  Ireland.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 

MEREDITH,  il/.^.— Theotokos,  the  Example  for  Woman. 
Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Lady  Agnes  Wood.  Revised  by 
the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Denison.     32mo,  limp  cloth,  \s.  bd. 

MILLER,  Edzvat-d.-TYie  History  and  Doctrines  of  Irvingism  ; 
or,  the  so-called  Catholic  and  Apostolic  Church.     2  vols.     Large 
'       post  Svo,  2<,s. 

The  Church  in  Relation  to  the  State.    Large  crown  Svo, 
Ts.  6d. 

MILNE,  James. — Tables  of  Exchange  for  the  Conversion  of  Sterling 
Money  into  Indian  and  Ceylon  Currency,  at  Rates  from  \s.  8d.  to 
2s.  ^d.  per  Rupee.     Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  £2  zs. 

MINCHIN,  J.  a— Bulgaria  since  the  "War  :  Notes  of  a  Tour  in 
the  Autumn  of  1S79.     Small  crown  Svo,  3.f.  dd. 
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MIVART,  St.  George.— I'iaXxi.rQ  and  Thought :  An  Introduction  to  a 
Natural  Philosophy.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  icw.  6d. 

MOCKLER,  E.—K  Grammar  of  the  Baloochee  Language,  as 

it  is  spoken  in  Makran  (Ancient  Gedrosia),  in  the  Persia-Arabic 
and  Roman  characters.     Fcap,  8vo,  5^. 

MOLESWORTH,  Rev.  W.  Nassau,  ^/.^.— History  of  the  Church 
of  England  from  1660.     Large  crown  8vo,  7^.  6d. 

MORELL,  y.  i?.— Euclid  Simplified  in  Method  and  Language. 

Being  a  Manual  of  Geometry.  Compiled  from  the  most  important 
French  Works,  approved  by  the  University  of  Paris  and  the 
Minister  of  Public  Instruction.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s,  6d, 

MORSE,  E.  S.,  Ph.D.—FiTSl  Book  of  Zoology.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

MURPHY,  John  Nicholas.— T'h.e  Chair  of  Peter  ;  or,  the  Papacy 
considered  in  its  Institution,  Development,  and  Organization,  and 
in  the  Benefits  which  for  over  Eighteen  Centuries  it  has  conferred 
on  Mankind.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  iSj. 

MUNRO,  Major-Gen.  Sir  Thomas,  Bart.,  K.C.B.,  Governor  of  Madras. 
— Selections  from  his  Minutes  and  other  Official 
Writings.  Edited,  with  an  Introductory  Memoir,  by  Sir  Alex- 
ander Arbuthnot,  K.C.S.I.,  CLE.    2  vols.    Demy  8vo,  305. 

NELSON,  J.  H.,  M.A.—K  Prospectus  of  the  Scientific  Study 
of  the  Hindu  La-w.     Demy  Svo,  95. 

NEWMAN,  J.  //.,  Z),Z».— Characteristics  from  the  "Writings 
of.  Being  Selections  from  his  various  Works.  Arranged  with 
the  Author's  personal  Approval.  Sixth  Edition.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 
*^*  A  Portrait  of  Cardinal  Newman,  mounted  for  framing,  can  be 
had,  2s.  6d. 

New  'Werther.     By  Loki.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

NICHOLSON,  Edward  Byron.—The  Gospel  according  to  the 
Hebre^ws.  Its  Fragments  Translated  and  Annotated  with  a 
Critical  Analysis  of  the  External  and  Internal  Evidence  relating 
to  it.     Demy  Svo,  9^.  6d. 

A   New   Commentary   on    the    Gospel   according   to 
Matthew.     Demy  Svo,  12s. 

The  Rights  of  an  Animal.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

NICOLS,  Arthur,  F.G.S.,  i^.^. (7. i".— Chapters  from  the  Physical 
History  of  the  Earth :  an  Introduction  to  Geology  and 
Palaeontology.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

NOPS,  Marianne. — Class  Lessons  on  Euclid.  Part  I.  containing 
U",e  First  two  Books  of  the  Elements.     Crovra  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

TTotes  on  St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Galatians.  For  Readers  of 
the  Authorised  Version  or  the  Original  Greek.    Demy  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
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NucQs !  Exercises  on  the  Syntax  of  the  Public  School  Latin 
Primer.     New  Edition  in  Three  Parts.     Crown  8vo,  each  U, 
*^*  The  Three  Parts  can  also  be  had  bound  together,  3J. 

OATES,  Frank,  F.R.G.S.—MaXa.'hele  Land  and  the  Victoria 
Falls.  A  Naturalist's  Wanderings  in  the  Interior  of  South 
Africa.  Edited  by  C.  G.  Gates,  B.A.  "With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  4  Maps.     Demy  8vo,  21s, 

OGLE,  W.,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.—Kv\sXoX\Q  on  the  Parts  of  Animals. 
Translated,  with  Introduction  and  Notes.     Royal  8vo,  lis,  6d. 

ffMEARA,  Kathleen. — Frederic  Ozanam,  Professor  of  the  Sorbonne  s 
His  Life  and  Work.     Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  Is.  dd, 

Henri  Perreyve  and  his  Counsels  to  the  Sick,    Small 
crown  Svo,  5-f. 
OSBORNE,  Rev.  W.  ^.— The  Revised  Version  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament.    A  Critical  Commentary,  with  Notes  upon  the  Text. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5^. 

OTTLEY,  H.  Bickersteth.—T'hQ  Great  Dilemma.  Christ  His  Own 
Witness  or  His  Own  Accuser.  Six  Lectures.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 

Our  Public  Schools — Eton,  Harrow,  "Winchester,  Rugby, 
"Westminster,  Marlborough,  The  Charterhouse. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

OWEN,  F.  il/.— John  Keats  :  a  Study.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

OWEN,  Rev.  Robert,  ^.Z>.— Sanctorale  Catholicum  ;  or,  Book  of 
Saints.  With  Notes,  Critical,  Exegetical,  and  Historical.  Demy 
Svo,  iSj. 

An  Essay  on  the  Communion  of  Saints.  Including  an 
Examination  of  the  Cultus  Sanctorum.     2s. 

OXENHAM,  Rev.  F.  Nzctiombe.—''W\xaX  is  the  Truth  as  to  Ever- 
lasting Punishnaent.     Part  II.     Being  an  Historical  Inquiry 
into  the  Witness  and  Weight  of  certain  Anti-Origenist  Councils. 
Crown  Svo,  2s.Jid, 
*^*  Parts  I.  and  II.  complete  in  one  volume,  7^. 

OXONIENSES.—Bsivi\B.n\sra^    Protestantism,    Anglicanism. 

Being  a  Layman's  "View  of  some  questions  of  the  Day.  Together 
with  Remarks  on  Dr.  Littledale's  "Plain  Reasons  against  join- 
ing the  Church  of  Rome."     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  (>d. 

PALMER,  the  late  William.— ISi otes  of  a  Visit  to  Russia  in 
1840-1841.  Selected  and  arranged  by  John  H.  Cardinal 
Newman,  with  portrait.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  8s.  6d. 

Parchment  Library.  Choicely  Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp 
parchment  antique,  6s.  ;  vellum,  7^.  6d.  each  volume. 

French  Lyrics.  Selected  and  Annotated  by  George  Saints- 
bury.  With  a  minature  frontispiece  designed  and  etched  by 
H.  G.  Glindoni, 
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Parchment  Library. — continued. 

The  Fables  of  Mr.  John  Gay.  With  Memoir  by  Austin 
DoBSON,  and  an  etched  portrait  from  an  unfinished  Oil  Sketch 
by  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller. 

Select  Letters  of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Richard  Garnett. 

The  Christian  Year.  Thoughts  in  Verse  for  the  Sundays  and 
Holy  Days  throughout  the  Year.  With  Miniature  Portrait  of  the 
Rev.  J.  Keble,  after  a  Drawing  by  G.  Richmond,  R.A. 

Shakspere'S    lATorks.     Now    publishing    in    Twelve    Monthly 

Volumes. 

Eighteenth  Century  Essays.  Selected  and  Edited  by  Austin 
DoBSON.     With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  by  R.  Caldecott. 

Q.  Horati  Flacci  Opera.  Edited  by  F.  A.  Cornish,  Assistant 
Master  at  Eton.  With  a  Frontispiece  after  a  design  by  L.  Alma 
Tadema,  etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe's  Poems.  With  an  Essay  on  his  Poetry  by 
Andrew  Lang,  and  a  Frontispiece  by  Linley  Sambourne. 

Shakspere'S  Sonnets.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.  With  a 
Frontispiece  etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam,  after  the  Death  Mask. 

English  Odes.  Selected  by  Edmund  W.  Gosse.  With  Frontis- 
piece on  India  paper  by  Hamo  Thornycroft,  A. R.A. 

Of  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  By  Thomas  a  Kempis.  A 
revised  Translation.  With  Frontispiece  on  India  paper,  from  a 
Design  by  W.  B.  Richmond. 

Tennyson's  The  Princess :  a  Medley.  With  a  Miniature 
Frontispiece  by  H.  M.  Paget,  and  a  Tailpiece  in  Outline  by 
Gordon  Browne. 

Poems :  Selected  from  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Dedicated  to 
Lady  Shelley.  With  a  Preface  by  Richard  Garnett  and_  a 
Miniature  Frontispiece. 

Tennyson's  "  In  Memoriam."  With  a  Miniature  Portrait 
in  eau-forte  by  Le  Rat,  after  a  Photograph  by  the  late  Mrs. 
Cameron. 

PARKER,yoseph,D.D.—'T'he  Paraclete:  An  Essay  on  the  Personality 
and  Ministry  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  with  some  reference  to  current 
discussions.     Second  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  \2s. 

PARR,  Capt.  H.  Hallam,  C.M.G.—K  Sketch  of  the  Kafir  and 
Zulu  Wars  :  Guadana  to  Isandhlwana.  With  Maps.  Small 
crown  8vo,  5^. 

PARSLOE,  Joseph. — Our  Railways.  Sketches,  Historical  and 
Descriptive.  With  Practical  Information  as  to  Fares  and  Rates, 
etc.,  and  a  Chapter  on  Railway  Reform.     Crown  8vo,  6s, 
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PATTISON,  Mrs.  ATdrk.—1h.e  Renaissance  of  Art  in  France. 
With  Nineteen  Steel  Engravings.     2  vols.     Demy  8vo,  32^-. 

PEARSON,  Rev.  6".— ^Week-day  Living.  A  Book  for  Young  Men 
ana  Women.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

PENRICE,  Maj.  J.,  B.A.—K  Dictionary  and  Glossary  of  the 
Ko-ran.  Witli  Copious  Grammatical  References  and  Explana- 
tions of  the  Text.     4to,  21s. 

PES  CHE  L,  Dr.  Oscar.— TYie  Races  of  Man  and  their  Geo- 
graphical Distribution.     Large  crown  8vo,  ^s. 

PETERS,  F.  H. — The  Nicomachean  Ethics  of  Aristotle.  Trans- 
lated by.     Crown  Bvo,  ds. 

PIDGEON,  D. — An  Engineer's  Holiday  ;  or,  Notes  of  a  Round 
Trip  from  Long.  o°  to  o°.  New  and  cheaper  edition.  Large 
crown  Svo,  ^s.  td. 

PLAYFAIR,  Lieut.-Col. — Travels  in  the  Footsteps  of  Bruce  in 
Algeria  and  Tunis.  Illustrated  by  facsimiles  of  Bruce's 
original  Drawings,  Photographs,  Maps,  etc.  Royal  4to  cloth, 
bevelled  boards,  gilt  leaves,  ^3  3^. 

POLLOCK,  Frederick.— Spinoza.,  his  Life  and  Philosophy. 
Demy  Svo,  i6s. 

POLLOCK,  W.  H. — Lectures  on  French  Poets.  Delivered  at  the 
Royal  Institution.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

POOR,    Latira  E. — Sanskrit    and    its    Kindred    Literatures. 

Studies  in  Comparative  Mythology.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

PRICE,  Prof.  Bonamy. — Currency  and  Banking.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

Chapters  on  Practical  Political  Economy.  Being  the  Sub- 
stance of  Lectures  delivered  before  the  University  of  Oxford. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large  post  Svo,  5^-. 

Proteus  and  Amadeus.  A  Correspondence.  Edited  by  Aubrey 
De  Vere.     Crown  Svo,  5^'. 

Pulpit  Commentary,  The,  (Old  Testament  Series.)  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  S.  Exell  and  the  Rev.  Canon  H.  D.  M.  Spence. 

Genesis.  By  the  Rev.  T.  Whitelaw,  M.A.  ;  with  Homilies  by 
the  Very  Rev.  J.  F.  Montgomery,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  R.  A. 
Redford,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W. 
Roberts,  M.A.  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Old 
Testament  by  the  Rev.  Canon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S.  ;  and 
Introductions  to  the  Pentateuch  by  the  Right  Rev.  H.  CoT- 
TERiLL,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  T.  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Seventh  Edition. 
I  vol.,  I  Si'. 

Exodus.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  Rawlinson.  With  Homilies  by 
Rev.  J.  Orr,  Rev.  D.  Young,  Rev.  C.  A.  Goodhart,  Rev.  J. 
UrquhArt,  and  the  Rev.  H.  T.  Robjohns.  Third  Edition. 
\^s> 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  T'he.—cofitinued. 

Leviticus.  By  the  Rev.  Prebendary  Meyrick,  M.A,  With 
Introductions  by  the  Rev,  R.  Collins,  Rev.  Professor  A.  Cave, 
and  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  Redford,  LL.B.,  Rev.  J.  A. 
Macdonald,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  Rev.  S.  R.  Aldridge, 
LL.B.,  and  Rev.  McCheyne  Edgar.     Third  Edition.     I5j-. 

Numbers.  By  the  Rev.  R.  Winterbotham,  LL.B.  ;  with 
Homilies  by  the  Rev.  Professor  W.  Bixnie,  D.D.,  Rev.  E.  S. 
Peout,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  and  an  Intro- 
duction by  the  Rev.  Thomas  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Fourth 
Edition.     i$s. 

Deuteronomy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Alexander,  D.D.  With 
Homilies  by  Rev.  C.  Clemance,  D.D.,  Rev.  J;  Orr,  B.D.,  Rev. 
R.  M.  Edgar,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Davies,  M.A.  Second  edition. 
1 5  J. 

Joshua.  By  Rev.  J.  J.  LiAs,  ]\I.A.  ;  with  Homilies  by  Rev. 
S.  R.  Aldridge,  LL.B.,  Rev.  R.  Glover,  Rev.  E.  De 
PREssENsfi,  D.D.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A.,  Rev.  F.  W.  Adeney, 
M.A.  ;  and  an  Introduction  by  the  Rev.  A.  Plummer,  M.A.,  D.D. 
Fourth  Edition.     I2s.  6d. 

Judges  and  Ruth.     By  the  Right  Rev.  Lord  A.  C.  Hervey, 

D.D.,   and   Rev.  J.  Morrison,  D.D.  ;  with  Homilies  by  Rev. 

A.  F.  MuiR,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  M. 

Statham,   and    Rev.    Professor  J.    Thomson,   M.A.      Fourth 

Edition,     los.  6d. 
1  Samuel.     By  the  Very  Rev.  R.  P.  Smith,  D.D. ;  with  Homilies 

by  Rev.   Donald  Eraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  Chapman,  and 

Rev.  B.  Dale.     Fifth  Edition.     I5i-. 

1  Kings.  By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Hammond,  LL.B.  With  Homilies 
by  the  Rev.  E.  De  Pressens6,  D.D.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A., 
Rev.  A.  Rowland,  LL.B.,  Rev.  J.  A.  Macdonald,  and  Rev. 
J.  Urquhart.     Third  Edition.     15^. 

Ezra,  Nehemiah,  and  Esther.  By  Rev.  Canon  G.  Rawlinson, 
M.A.  ;  with  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J,  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev. 
Prof.  R.  A.  Redford,  LL.B.,  ]\I.A.,  Rev.  W.  S.  Lewis,  M.A., 
Rev.  J.  A.  Macdonald,  Rev.  A.  Mackennal,  B.A.,  Rev.  W. 
Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W.  Dinwiddie, 
LL.B.,  Rev.  Prof.  Rowlands,  B.A.,  Rev.  G.  Wood,  B.A., 
Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  LL.B.,  M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  J.  S. 
EXELL.     Fifth  Edition,     i  vol.,  12s.  6d. 

Pulpit  Commentary,  The.     (New  Testament  Series.) 

St.  Mark.  By  Very  Dean  Bickersteth,  D.D.  ;  with  Homilies 
by  Rev.  Prof.  Thomson,  M.A„  Rev.  Prof.  Given,  M.A.,  Rev. 
Prof.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  A.  Rowland,  B.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev. 
A.  Muir,  and  Rev.  R.  Green.     2  vols.     Second  Edition.     21s. 

Punjaub,  The,  and  North- Western  Frontier  of  India.     By 
an  Old  Punjaubee.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

Rabbi  Jeshua.     An  Eastern  Story.     Crown  8vo,  y,  6d. 
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RADCLIFFE,  Frank  R.  K— The  Nev/  Politicus.    Small  crown  8vo, 

RAVENSHAW,  John  Henry,  B.C.S.—Q^L^xx\  Its  Ruins  and  In- 
scriptions. Edited  by  his  Widow.  With  44  Photographic 
Illustrations,   and    25    facsimiles   of    Inscriptions.      Royal    4(0, 

£Z  iS'f-  ^<i- 
READ,  Carvcth, — On   the   Theory  of    Logic  :    An  Essay.     Crown 
8vo,  ds. 

Realities  of  the  Future  Life.     Small  crown  8vo,  \s.  6d. 

RENDELL,  J.  il/— Concise  Handbook  of  the  Island  of 
Madeira.  With  Plan  of  Fuuchal  and  Map  of  the  Island.  Fcap. 
8vo,  ij.  6(/. 

REYNOLDS,  Rev.  J.  fF.— The  Supernatural  in  Nature.  _  A 
Verification  by  Free  Use  of  Science.  Second  Edition,  revised 
and  enlarged.     Demy  8vo,  14^. 

The    Mystery  of    Miracles.       New   and    Enlarged    Edition. 
Ci'own  8vo,  6s. 

RIBOT,  Prof.  7)4,— English  Psychology.  Second  Edition.  _  A 
Revised  and  Corrected  Translation  from  the  latest  French  Edition. 
Large  post  8vo,  ^s. 

Heredity  :  A  Psychological  Study  on  its  Phenomena,  its  Laws,  its 
Causes,  and  its  Consequences.     Large  crown  8vo,  gj. 

ROBERTSON,   The  late  Rev.  F.   IK,  M.A.—l^Ue  and  Letters  of. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  Stopford  Brooke,  M.A. 
I.  Two  vols.,  uniform  with  the  Sermons.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  7^.  6d. 
II.  Library  Edition,  in  Demy  8vo,  with  Portrait.     I2s, 
III.  A  Popular  Edition,  in  I  vol.     Crown  8vo,  6^. 

Sermons,     Four  Series.     Small  crown  8vo,  3^.  6d.  each. 

The  Human  Race,  and  other  Sermons.     Preached  at  Chelten- 
ham, Oxford,  and  Brighton.     Large  post  8vo,  Js.  6d. 

Notes  on  Genesis.      Nev/  and  Cheaper  Edition.      Crown  8vo, 
3^-.  6d. 

Expository    Lectures   on    St.    Paul's    Epistles    to    the 
Corinthians.     A  New  Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  $:. 

Lectures  and  Addresses,  with  other  Literary  Remains.     A  New 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  55. 

An    Analysis    of    Mr.    Tennyson's    "  In    Memoriam." 
(Dedicated  by  Permission  to  the  Poet-Laureate.)    Fcap.  8vo,  2s. 

The  Education  of  the  Human  Race.     Translated  from  the 
German  of  Gotthold  Ephraim  Lessing.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
The  above  Works  can  also  be  had,  bound  in  half  morocco. 
A  Portrait  of  the  late  Rev.  F.  W.  Robertson,  mounted  for  framing, 
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RODIVELL,  G.  F.,  F.E.A.S.,  F.C.S.—^\na.i  A  History  of  the 
Mountain  and  its  Eruptions.  With  Maps  and  Illustra- 
tions.    Square  8vo,  ^s. 

ROl  LESTON,  T.  IV.  H.,  B.A.—The  Encheiridion  of  Epictetus. 
Translated  from  the  Greek,  with  a  Preface  and  Notes.  Smau 
crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Rosmini's  Origin  of  Ideas.  Translated  from  the  Fifth  Italian 
Edition  of  the  Nuovo  Saggio  SitH'  origine  delle  idee.  3  vols. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth.     Vol.  I.  now  ready,  price  \bs. 

Rosmini's  Philosophical  System.  Translated,  with  a  Sketch  oi 
the  Author's  Life,  Bibliography,  Introduction,  and  Notes  by 
Thomas  Davidson.     Demy  8vo,  i6j. 

RULE,  Martin,  Jlf.J.—'The   Life  and  Times  of  St.  Anselm, 

Arclibisliop     of    Canterbury    and     Primate    of    the 

Britains.     2  vols.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  2i.f. 
SALTS,    Rev.    Alfred,    ZZ.Z?. —Godparents    at    Confirmation. 

With  a  Preface   by   the  Bishop  of  Manchester.      Small  crown 

8vo,  limp  cloth,  2s, 
SAL  VA  TOR,  Archduke Lud2mg.—l.ervlios\ei,  the  Capital  of  Cyprus. 

Crown  4to,  10s.  6d. 
SAMUEL,  Sydney  71/.— Jewish  Life  in   the  East.     Small  crown 

8vo,  3J-.  6d. 
SA  YCE,  Re7i.  Archibald  //mr;/.— Introduction  to  the  Science  of 

Language.    2  vols.     Large  post  8vo,  25^-. 

Scientific  Layman.      The  New  Truth  and  the  Old  Faith  :  are  they 

Incompatible  ?     Demy  8vo,  lO^.  6d. 
SCOONES,  W.  Baptiste. — Four  Centuries  of  English   Letters  : 

A  Selection  of  350  Letters  by  150  Writers,  from  the  Period  of  the 

Paston  Letters  to  the  Present  Time.      Second  Edition.     Large 

crown  8vo,  9^. 
SCOTT,   Robert  ^.—Weather  Charts  and  Storm  Warnings. 

'second  Edition.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  35-.  6;/. 

SHAKSPEARE,  Charles.— "S^axnl  Paul  at  Athens.  Spiritual 
Christianity  in  relation  to  some  aspects  of  Modern  Thought.  Five 
Sermons  preached  at  St.  Stephen's  Church,  Westbourne  Park. 
With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  Canon  Farrar.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

SHELLE  y,  Z(r^j.— Shelley  Memorials  from  Authentic  Sources. 
With  (now  first  printed)  an  Essay  on  Christianity  by  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.     With  Portrait.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5J-. 

SHILLITO,  Rev.  Joseph.— 'Wovaaxihood  :    its   Duties,   Temptations, 

and'  Privileges.      A  Book  for  Young  Women.     Third  Edition. 

Crown  8vo,  3J.  dd. 
SHIPLEY,  Rev.   Orby,  il/,^.— Church   Tracts:    or,   Studies   in 

Modern   Problems.     By  various  Writers.     2  vols.     Crowi) 

8vo,  5^.  each. 
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SHIPLEY,  Rev.  Orby,  M. A. —continued. 

Principles  of  the  Faith  in  Relation  to  Sin.  Topics  for 
Thought  in  Times  of  Retreat.  Eleven  Addresses  delivered  during 
a  Retreat  of  Three  Days  to  Persons  living  in  the  World.  Demy 
8vo,  \2S. 

SKINNER,  the  late  James.— K  Synopsis  of  Moral  and  Ascetical 
Theology.  With  a  Catalogue  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Authori- 
ties. Arranged  according  to  Centuries.  With  a  prefatory  Note 
by  Rev.  T.  T.  Carter.     Demy  4to,  cloth,  \os.  6d. 

Sister  Augustine,  Superior  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity  at  the  St. 
Johannis  Hospital  at  Bonn.  Authorised  Translation  by  Hans 
Tharau,  from  the  German  "  Memorials  of  Amalie  von 
Lasaulx."     Second  Edition.     Large  crown  8vo,  7^-.  6d. 

SMITH,  Edward,  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S.—^&a\X\i  and  Disease,  as 

Influenced  by  the  Daily,  Seasonal,  and  other  Cyclical  Changes  in 
the  Human  System.     A  New  Edition.     Post  8vo,  7J-.  (id. 

Tubercular  Consumption  in  its  Early  and  Remediable 
Stages.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6^. 

SPEDDING,  James. — Revie-ws  and  Discussions,  Literary, 
Political,  and  Historical  not  relating  to  Bacon.  Demy 
Svo,  1 2 J.  6d. 

Evenings  "with  a  Reviewer ;  or,  Bacon  and  Macaulay. 
With  a  Prefatory  Notice  by  G.  S.  Venaeles,  Q.C.  2  vols. 
Demy  Svo,  i8j. 

STAPFER,  Paid.—SYia.'k.spea.Te  and  Classical  Antiquity: 
Greek  and  Latin  Antiquity  as  presented  in  Shakspeare's  Plays. 
Translated  by  Emily  J.  Carey.     Large  post  Svo,  12s. 

ST.  BERNARD.— A.  Little  Book  on  the  Love  of  God.  Translated  by 
Marianne  Caroline  and  Coventry  Patmore.  Extra,  gilt 
top,  4^.  6d. 

STEPHENS,  Archibald  John,  ZZ.i?.— The  Folkestone  Ritual 
Case.  The  Substance  of  the  Argument  delivered  before  the 
Judicial  Committee  of  the  Privy  Council  on  behalf  of  the  Re- 
spondents.    Demy  Svo,  6s. 

STEVENSON,  Rev.  W.  i^— Hymns  for  the  Church  and  Home. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  Fleming  Stevenson. 

The  Hymn  Book  consists  of  Three  Parts  : — I.  For  Public 
Worship. — II.  For  Family  and  Private  Worship. — III. 
For  Children. 
*^*  Published  in  various  forms  and  prices,  the  latter  ranging 
from  8</.  to  6s. 
Lists  and  full  particulars  will  be  furnished  on  application 
to  the  Publishers. 

STEVENSON,  Robert  Louis.— TTSCvels,  with  a  Donkey  in  the 
Cevennes.  With  Frontispiece  l^y  Walter  Crane.  Small  crown 
Svo,  2s,  6d, 
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STEVENSON,  Robert  Louis.— continued. 

An  Inland  Voyage.      With  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
Small  Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Virginibus  Puerisque,  and  other  Papers.     Crown  8vo,  6^. 

STRACHEY,  Sir  John,  G.C.S.I.,  and  Lieut. -Gen.  Richard  STRACHEY, 
R.E.,  F.R.S. — The  Finances  and  Public  Works  of 
India,  from  1869  to  1881.     Demy  8vo,  i8j.- 

STRECKER-  WLSLLCENUS.— Organic  Chemistry.  Translated  and 
Edited,  with  Extensive  Additions,  by  W.  R.  Hodgkinson, 
Ph.D.,  and  A.  J.  Greenaway,  F.I.C.     Demy  8vo,  2is. 

SULLY,  James,  M.A.—Senssdion  and  Intuition.  Demy  8vo, 
los.  6d. 

Pessimism  :  a  History  and  a  Criticism.     Second  Edition.     Demy 
8vo,  14-5'. 

SYME,  David.— OyxMinQS  of  an  Industrial  Science.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  ds. 

Representative  Government  in  England.    Its  Faults  and 
Failures.     Second  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  6j. 

TAYLOR,  Algernon. — Guienne.  Notes  of  an  Autumn  Tour.  Crown 
Svo,  45,  dd, 

THOM,  y.  Hamilton.— 'L.^L'SfiS  of  Life  after  the  Mind  of  Christ. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7^.  dd. 

THOMSON,  J.  Titrnb7tn.— Social  Problems ;  or,  An  Inquiry 
into  the  Laws  of  Influence.  With  Diagrams.  Demy  Svo, 
loj.  6d. 

TLDMAN,  Paul  /^.— Gold  and  Silver  Money.  Part  I.— A  Plain 
Statement.  Part  II.— Objections  Answered.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  \s. 

TIPPLE,  Rev.  S.  A. — Sunday  Mornings  at  Norwood.  Prayers 
and  Sermons.     Crown  8vo,  clotli,  6^. 

TODHUNTER,  Dr.  J.—K  Study  of  Shelley.     Crown  Svo,  >js. 

TREMENHEERE,  Hugh  Seymour,  C.B.—  K  Manual  of  the 
Principles  of  Government,  as  set  forth  by  the  Authorities 
of  Ancient  and  Modern  Times.  New  and  enlarged  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

TUKE,  Daniel  Hack,  M.D.,  i^i?.  C.P.— Chapters  in  the  History 
of  the  Insane  in  the  British  Isles.  With  4  Illustrations. 
Large  crown  Svo,  \zs, 

TWINING,  Louisa. — Workhouse  Visiting  and  Management 
during  Twenty-Five  Years.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6^, 

UPTON,  Major  R.  Z?.— Gleanings  from  the  Desert  of  Arabia. 

Large  post  Svo,  \os,  6d. 
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VACUUS,  Vt'aior.— Flying  South.  Recollections  of  France  and  it. 
Littoral.     Small  crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

VAUGHAN,  H.  Halford. — New  Readings  and  Renderings  of 
Shakespeare's  Tragedies.    2  vols.     Demy  8vo,  25J. 

VILLARI,  Professo): — Niccolo  Machiavelli  and  his  Times. 
Translated  by  Linda  Villari.     2  vols.     Large  post  8vo,  24J. 

VOLCKXSOM,  E.  W.  Fi— Catechism  of  Elementary  Modern 
Chemistry.     Small  crown  8vo,  3J. 

VYNER,  Lady  Mary. — Every  Day  a  Portion.  Adapted  from  the 
Bible  and  the  Prayer  Book,  for  the  Private  Devotion  of  those 
living  in  Widowhood,  Collected  and  Edited  by  Lady  Mary 
Vyner,     Square  crown  8vo,  5^-. 

WALDSTEIN',  Charles,  Ph.D.—TYye  Balance  of  Emotion  and 
Intellect ;  an  Introductory  Essay  to  the  Study  of  Philosophy. 
Crown  8vo,  6s. 

WALLER,  Rev.  C.  B. — The  Apocalypse,  reviewed  under  the  Light 
of  the  Doctrine  of  the  Unfolding  Ages,  and  the  Restitution  of  All 
Things.     Demy  8vo,  \2s. 

WALPOLE,  Chas.  George. — History  of  Ireland  from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Union  v/ith  Great  Britain.  With  5  Maps 
and  Appendices.     Crown  8vo,  \os.  6d. 

WALSHE,  Walter  Hayle,  il/.Z).— Dramatic  Singing  Physiolo- 
gically Estimated.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d, 

WATSON,^  Sir  Thomas,  Bart.,  yJ/.Z>.— The  Abolition  of  Zymotic 
Diseases,  and  of  other  similar  Enemies  of  Mankind.  Small 
crown  8vo,  3^.  (>d. 

WEDAIORE,  Frederick.— T\\Q  Masters  of  Genre  Painting.  With 
Sixteen  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  ']s,  6d, 

WHEWELL,  William,  Z*./?.— His  Life  and  Selections  from  his 
Correspondence.  By  Mrs.  Stair  Douglas.  With  a  Portrait 
from  a  Painting  by  Samuel  Laurence.    Demy  8vo,  2ij. 

WHITE,  A.  D.,  LL.D.—'Wa.Ttaxe  of  Science.  With  Prefatory 
Note  by  Professor  Tyndall.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
3^-.  6d. 

WHITE,  F.  A. — English  Grammar.     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 

WHITNEY,  Prof.  William  Z'tw^///. —Essentials  of  English 
Gramnaar,  for  the  Use  of  Schools.     Crown  8vo,  y.  6d, 

WICKSTEED,  P.  ^.— Dante  :  Six  Sermons.     Crown  8vo,  i,s. 

WILLIAMS,  Rowland,  D.D. — Psalms,  Litanies,  Counsels,  and 
Collects  for  Devout  Persons.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  New 
and  Popular  Edition,     Crown  8vo,  3^,  6d, 
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WILLIAMS,  Rowland  D.D.— continued. 

Stray  Thoughts  Collected  from  the  Writings  of  the 
late  Row^land  Williams,  D.D.  Edited  by  his  Widow. 
Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

IVILLLS,  R.,  M.D. — Serve tus  and  Calvin  :  a  Study  of  an  Important 
Epoch  in  the  Early  History  of  the  Reformation.     8vo,  i6j. 

William  Harvey.  A  History  of  the  Discovery  of  the  Circulation 
of  the  Blood  :  with  a  Portrait  of  Harvey  after  Faithorne.  Demy 
8vo,  I4J'. 

WILSON,  Sir  Erasmus.— KgyV^  of  the  Past.  With  Chromo-litho- 
graph  and  numerous  Illustrations  in  the  text.  Second  Edition, 
Revised.     Crown  8vo,  I2s. 

WILSON,  H.  SchiHz.—i:\i&  Tower  and  Scaffold.  A  Miniature 
Monograph.     Large  fcap.  8vo,  \s. 

WOLLSTONECRAFT,  ^/a;^,— Letters  to  Imlay.  New  Edition, 
with  a  Prefatory  Memoir  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  Two  Portraits  in 
eau-forie  by  Anna  Lea  Merritt.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 

WOLTMANN,  Dr.  Alfred,  and  WOERMANN,  Dr.  A'ar/.— History 
of  Painting.  Edited  by  Sidney  Colvin.  Vol.  I.  Painting  in 
Antiquity  and  the  Middle  Ages.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Medium  8vo,  28j.  ;  bevelled  boards,  gilt  leaves,  30J. 

WOOD,  Major-General  y.  Creighion. —DoMhling  the  Consonant. 
Small  crown  8vo,  is.  6d, 

Word  "wa-S  Made  Flesh.  Short  Family  Readings  on  the  Epistles  for 
each  Sunday  of  the  Christian  Year.     Demy  8vo,  los.  6d. 

WREN,  Sir  Christopher.— Ris  Family  and  His  Times.  With 
Original  Letters,  and  a  Discourse  on  Architecture  hitherto  un- 
published. By  Lucy  Phillimore.  With  Portrait.  Demy 
8vo,  14^. 

WRIGHT,  Rev.  David,  iJ/.^.— Waiting  for  the  Light,  and  other 
Sermons.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

YORKE,  y.  /^— Notes  on  Evolution  and  Christianity.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

VOL/MAN'S,  Eliza  A.—Kn  Essay  on  the  Culture  of  the 
Observing  Powers  of  Children,  especially  in  connection 
with  the  Study  of  Botany.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  a  Supple- 
ment, by  Joseph  Payne,  F.C.P.,  Author  of  "Lectures  on  the 
Science  and  Art  of  Education,"  etc.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

First  Book  of  Botany.  Designed  to  Cultivate  the  Observing 
Powers  of  Children.  With  300  Engravings.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

YOUMANS,  Edward  L.,  M.D.—K  Class  Book  of  Chemistry,  on 
the  Basis  of  the  New  System,  With  200  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  5^, 
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THE    INTERNATIONAL    SCIENTIFIC    SERIES. 

I.  Forms    of    'Water :     a   Familiar    Exposition   of   tlie    Origin    and 

Phenomena  of  Glaciers.     By  J.  Tyndall,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.     With 
25  Illustrations.     Eighth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

II.  Physics  and   Politics  ;  or,  Thoughts  on  the  Application  of  the 

Principles  of  "Natural  Selection  "  and  "  Inheritance  "  to  Political 
Society.     By  Walter  Bagehot.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6,s. 

III.  Foods.     By  Edward  Smith,  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S.     With  numerous 

Illustrations.     Seventh  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5j. 

IV.  Mind  and  Body  :  the  Theories  of  their  Relation.     By  Alexander 

Bain,  LL.D,    With  Four  Illustrations.    Seventh  Edition.    Crown 
8vo,  4J. 

V.  The  Study  of  Sociology.     By  Herbert  Spencer,     Tenth  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  5^. 

VI.  On  the  Conservation  of  Energy.     By  Balfour  Stewart,  M.A., 

LL.D.,  F.R.S.     With  14  Illustrations.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown 
8vo,  5^. 

VII.  Animal  Locomotion  ;  or  Walking,  Swimming,  and  Flying.     By 

J.    B.    Pettigrew,   M.D.,    F.R.S.,  etc.     With  130  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

VIII.  Responsibility  in  Mental   Disease.     By  Henry  Maudsley, 

M.D.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

IX.  The   New   Chemistry,     By  Professor  J.   P.   Cooke.     With   31 

Illustrations.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

X.  The  Science  of  Law.    By  Professor  Sheldon  Amos,    Fifth  Edition, 

Crown  Svo,  5^, 

XI.  Animal  Mechanism  :  a  Treatise  on  Terrestrial  and  Aerial  Loco- 

motion,    By   Professor  E.   J.    Marey.     With   117   Illustrations. 
Second  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

XII.  The  Doctrine  of  Descent  and  Dar^A^inism.     By  Professor 

Oscar  Schmidt.     With  26  Illustrations.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown 
Svo,  55, 

XIII.  The  History  of    the  Conflict  between  Religion  and 

Science.    By  J,  W,  Draper,  M,D,,  LL.D,    Seventeenth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  5^. 

XIV  Fungi  :  their  Nature,  Influences,  Uses,  etc.  By  M.  C,  Cooke, 
M.D.,  LL.D,  Edited  by  the  Rev.  M,  J.  Berkeley,  M.A.,  F.L.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     Third  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  t^s, 

XV.  The  Chemical  Effects  of  Light  and  Photography.    By 

Dr.  Hermann  Vogel.     Translation  thoroughly  revised.    With  100 
Illustrations,     Third  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  fj, 

XVI,  The  Life  and  Growth  of  Language.     By  Professor  William 

Dwight  Whitney.     Third  Edition,     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
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XVII.  Money    and    the    Mechanism    of    Exchange.    By  W. 

Stanley  Jevons,  M.A.,  F.R.S.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XVIII.  The  Nature  of  Light.  With  a  General  Account  of  Physical 
Optics.  By  Dr.  Eugene  Lommel.  With  i88  Illustrations  and  a 
Table  of  Spectra  in  Chromo-lithography.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  5^. 

XIX.  Animal  Parasites    and    Messmates.      By  Monsieur    Van 

Beneden.    With  83  Illustrations.    Second  Edition.    Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

XX.  Fermentation.      By  Professor  Schiitzenberger.      With  28  Illus- 

trations,    Third  Edition,     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XXI.  The  Five  Senses  of  Man.     By  Professor  Bernstein.     With 

91  Illustrations.     Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XXII.  The  Theory  of  Sound  in  its  Relation  to  Music.    By  Pro- 

fessor Pietro  Blaserna.     With  numerous   Illustrations.      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5'''' 

XXIII.  Studies  in  Spectrum  Analysis.  By  J.  Norman  Lockyer, 
F.R.S.  With  six  photographic  Illustrations  of  Spectra,  and 
numerous  engravings  on  Wood.     Crown  8vo.     Second  Edition. 

XXIV.  A  History  of  the  Growth  of  the  Steam  Engine.    By 

Professor  R.  H.  Thurston.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j.  6^. 

XXV.  Education  as  a  Science.     By  Alexander  Bain,  LL.D.     Fourth 

Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XXVI.  The  Human  Species.    By  Professor  A.  de  Quatrefages.    Third 

Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XXVII.  Modern  Chromatics.  With  Applications  to  Art  and  In- 
dustry. By  Ogden  N.  Rood,  With  130  original  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5j. 

XXVIII.  The  Crayfish  :  an  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Zoology.  By 
Professor  T.  H.  Huxley.  With  82  Illustrations.  Third  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  K^s. 

XXIX.  The  Brain  as  an  Organ  of  Mind.  By  H.  Charlton  Bastian, 
M.D.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  Sj. 

XXX.  The  Atomic  Theory.     By  Prof.   Wurtz.     Translated  by  G. 

Cleminshaw,  F.C.S.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5j. 

XXXI.  The  Natural  Conditions  of  Existence  as  they  affect 
Animal  Life.  By  Karl  Semper.  With  2  Maps  and  106 
Woodcuts.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

kXXII.  General  Physiology  of  Muscles  and  Nerves.  By  Prof. 
J.  Rosenthal,     Second  Edition.    With  Illustrations,    Crown  Svo, 

5J. 
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XXXIII.  Sight  :  an  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  Monocular  and 
Binocular  Vision.  By  Joseph  le  Conte,  LL.D.  With  132 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

XXXIV.  Illusions  :  a  Psychological  Study.  By  James  Sully.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^, 

XXXV.  Volcanoes  :  what  they  are  and  what  they  teach. 
By  Professor  J.  W.  Judd,  F.R.S.  With  92  Illustrations  on 
Wood.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^-. 

XXXVI.  Suicide  ■.  an  Essay  in  Comparative  Moral  Statistics.  By  Prof. 
E.  Morselli.     With  Diagrams.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

XXXVII.  The  Brain  and  its  Functions.  By  J.  Luys,  With 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

XXXVIII.  Myth  and  Science  :  an  Essay.  By  Tito  Vignoli.  Crown 
Svo,  5^. 

XXXIX.  The  Sun.  By  Professor  Young.  With  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

XL.  Ants,  Bees,  and  Wasps :  a  Record  of  Observations  on  the 
Habits  of  the  Social  Hymenoptera.  By  Sir  John  Lubbock,  Bart., 
M.P.  With  5  Chromo-lithographic  Illustrations.  Fifth  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  5^. 

XLI.  Animal  Intelligence.  By  G.  J.  Romanes,  LL.D,,  F.R.S. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  <,s. 

XLII.  The  Concepts  and  Theories  of  Modern  Physics.  By 
J.  B.  Stallo.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  55. 

XLIII.  Diseases  of  the  Memory  ;  An  Essay  in  the  Positive  Psycho- 
logy. By  Prof.  Th.  Ribot.  Second  Edition,  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  5^. 

XLIV.  Man  before  Metals.  By  N.  Joly,  with  148  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^-. 

XLV.  The  Science  of  Politics.  By  Prof.  Sheldon  Amos,  Crown 
Svo,  cloth,  5j. 


MILITARY   WORKS. 

Army  of  the  North  German  Confederation  :  a  Brief  Description 
of  its  Organisation,  of  the  Different  Branches  of  the  Service  and 
their  r$le  in  War,  of  its  Mode  of  Fighting,  etc.  Translated  from 
the  Corrected  Edition,  by  permission  of  the  Author,  by  Colonel 
Edward  Newdigate.     Demy  Svo,  5^. 

BARRINGTON,  Capt.  y.r.— England  on  the  Defensive  ;  or,  the 
Problem  of  Invasion  Critically  Examined.  Large  crown  Svo, 
with  Map,  7j.  6(/. 
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BLUME,  Major  fr.— The  Operations  of  the  German  Armies  in 
France,  from  Sedan  to  the  end  of  the  War  of  1S70-71.  With 
Map.  From  the  Journals  of  the  Head-quarters  Staff.  Translated 
by  the  late  E.  M.  Jones,  Maj.  20th  Foot,  Prof,  of  Mil.  Hist., 
Sandhurst.     Demy  8vo,  9^. 

BOGUSLAWSKI,  Capt.  A.  zwz.— Tactical  Deductions  from  the 
"War  of  1870-1.  Translated  by  Colonel  Sir  Lumley  Graham, 
Bart.,  late  i8th  (Royal  Irish)  Regiment.  Third  Edition,  Revised 
and  Corrected.     Demy  8vo,  7j. 

BRACKENBURY,  Col.  C.  B.,  R.A.,  C.5.— Military  Handbooks 
for  Regimental  Officers.  I.  MUitary  Sketching  and  Recon- 
naissance, by  Col.  F.  J.  Hutchison,  and  Major  H.  G.  Mac- 
Gregor.  'Fourth  Edition.  With  15  Plates.  Small  8vo,  6s.  II. 
The  Elements  of  Modern  Tactics  Practically  applied  to  English 
Formations,  by  Lieut-Col.  Wilkinson  Shaw.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  25  Plates  and  Maps.     Small  crown  8vo,  9^. 

BRIALMONT,  Col.  ^.— Hasty  Intrenchments.  Translated  by 
Lieut.  Charles  A.  Empson,  R.A.  With  Nine  Plates.  Demy 
8vo,  6s, 

CLERY,  C,  Lictit. -Col.— M.\r\ov  Tactics.  With  26  Maps  and  Plans. 
Fifth  and  revised  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  16^. 

DU  VERNOIS,  Col.  von  Verdy. — Studies  in  Leading  Troops. 
An  authorised  and  accurate  Translation  by  Lieutenant  H.  J.  T. 
Hildyard,  71st  Foot.     Parts  I.  and  II.     Demy  8vo,  7j. 

GOETZE,  Capt.  A.  z/^m.— Operations  of  the  German  Engineers 
during  the  "War  of  1870-1.  Published  by  Authority,  and 
in  accordance  with  Official  Documents.  Translated  from  the 
German  by  Colonel  G.  Graham,  V.C.,  C.B.,  R.E.  With  6  large 
Maps.     Demy  8vo,  2is. 

HARRISON,  Lieut.-Col.  i?.— The  Officer's  Memorandum  Book 
for  Peace  and  "War.  Third  Edition.  Oblong  32mo,  roan, 
with  pencil,  sj'.  6d. 

HELVIG,  Capt.  j^.— The  Operations  of  ^the  Bavarian  Army 
Corps.  Translated  by  Captain  G.  S.  Schwabe.  With  5  large 
Maps.     In  2  vols.     Demy  8vo,  245. 

Tactical  Examples  :  Vol.  I.  The  Battalion,  15^.  Vol.  II.  The 
Regiment  and  Brigade,  10^.  6d.  Translated  from  the  German  by 
Col.  Sir  Lumley  Graham.  With  nearly  300  Diagrams.  Demy  8vo. 

HOFEBAUER,  Capt.— The  German  Artillery  in  the  Battles 
near  Metz.  Based  on  the  Official  Reports  of  the  German 
Artillery.  Translated  by  Captain  E.  O.  Hollist.  With  Map  and 
Plans.     Demy  8vo,  2ls. 

LA  YMANN,  Capt.—TYie  Frontal  Attack  of  Infantry.  Translated 
by  Colonel  Edward  Newdigate.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Notes  on  Cavalry  Tactics,  Organisation,  etc.  By  a  Cavalry 
Officer.     With  Diagrams.     Demy  8vo,  I2j. 
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PARR,  Capt.  H.  Hallam,  C.M.G. — The  Dress,  Horses,  and 
Equipment  of  Infantry  and  Staff  Officers.  Crown 
Svo,  IJ-. 

SCHAW,  Col.  J/.— The  Defence  and  Attack  of  Positions  and 
Localities.  Second  Edition,  revised  and  corrected.  Crown 
Svo,  3J.  6d, 

SCHELL,  Maj.  von. — The  Operations  of  the  First  Array  under 
Gen.  von  Goeben.  Translated  by  Co!.  C.  H.  von  Wright. 
Four  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  Qj. 

The  Operations  of  the  First  Army  under  Gen.  von  Stein- 
metz.  Translated  by  Captain  E.  O.  Hollist.  Demy  Svo,  loj'.  6d. 

SCHELLENDORF,  Major-Gen.  B.  z/o;;.— The  Duties  of  the 
General  Staff.  Translated  from  the  German  by  Lieutenant 
Hare.     Vol.  I.     Demy  Svo,  10s.  6d. 

SCHERFF,  Maj.  W.  z/f^w.— Studies  in  the  New  Infantry 
Tactics.  Parts  I.  and  II.  Translated  from  the  German  by 
Colonel  Lumley  Graham.     Demy  Svo,  'js,  6d. 

SHADWELL,  Maj.-Gen.,  C.^.— Mountain  "Warfare.  Illustrated 
by  the  Campaign  of  1799  in  Switzerland.  Being  a  Translation  of 
the  Swiss  Narrative  compiled  from  the  Works  of  the  Archduke 
Charles,  Jomini,  and  others.  Also  of  Notes  by  General  H. 
Dufour  on  the  Campaign  of  the  Valtelline  in  1635.  With  Appen- 
dix, Maps,  and  Introductory  Remarks.     Demy  Svo,  ids. 

SHERMAN,  Gen.  W.  7".— Memoirs  of  General  W.  T.  Sherman, 
Commander  of  the  Federal  Forces  in  the  American  Civil  War. 
By  Himself.  2  vols.  With  Map.  Demy  Svo,  2i,s.  Copyright 
English  Edition. 

STUBBS,  Lieut.-Col.  F.  «^.— The  Regiment  of  Bengal  Artillery. 
The  History  of  its  Organisation,  Equipment,  and  War  Services. 
Compiled  from  Published  Works,  Official  Records,  and  various 
Private  Sources.  With  numerous  Maps  and  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
Demy  Svo,  32J. 

STUMM,  Lieut.  Hugo. — Russia's  Advance  Eastward.    Based  on 
Official  Reports.    Translated  by  Capt.  C.  E.  H.  Vincent.    With 
^  Map.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

VINCENT,  Capt.  C.  E.  Zf,— Elementary  Military  Geography, 
Reconnoitring,  and  Sketching,  Compiled  for  Non- 
commissioned Officers  and  Soldiers  of  all  Arms.  Square  crown 
Svo,  2.S.  6d. 

Volunteer,   the  Militiaman,  and  the  Regular  Soldier.     By 

a  Public  Schoolboy,     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

WARTENSLEBEN,  Count  H.  z/^w.— The  Operations  of  the 
South  Army  in  January  and  February,  1871.  Com- 
piled from  the  Official  War  Documents  of  the  Head-quarters  of 
the  Southern  Army.  Translated  by  Colonel  C.  H.  von  Wright. 
With  Maps.    Demy  Svo,  6f. 
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WARTENSLEBEN,  Count  II.  von.— continued. 

The  Operations  of  the  First  Army  under  Gen.  von 
Manteufel.  Translated  by  Col.  C.  H.  von  Wright.  Uniform 
with  the  above.     Demy  Svo,  gs. 

WICKHAM,  Capt.  E.  H.,  ^.^.— Influence  of  Firearms  upon 
Tactics  :  Historical  and  Critical  Investigations.  By  an  Officer 
OF  Superior  Rank  (in  the  .^Gemian  Army),  Translated  by 
Captain  E.  H.  Wickham,  R.A.     Demy  Svo,  Ts.  6d. 

WOINOVITS,  Capt.  /.—Austrian  Cavalry  Exercise.  Translated 
by  Captain  W.  S.  Cooke.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 


POETRY. 

ADAMS,  W.  D. — Lyrics  of  Love,  from  Shakspeare  to  Tennyson. 
Selected  and  arranged  by.     Fcap.  Svo,  extra,  gilt  edges,  3^.  6d. 

ADAM  OF  ST.  VICTOR.— live  Liturgical  Poetry  of  Adam  of 
St.  Victor.  From  the  text  of  Gautier.  With  Translations  into 
English  in  the  Original  Metres,  and  Short  Explanatory  Notes, 
by  Digby  S.  Wrangham,  M.A.  3  vols.  Crown  Svo,  printed  on 
hand-made  paper,  boards,  21s. 

Antiope  :  a  Tragedy.     Large  crovm  Svo,  65. 

AUBERTIN,  y.  7.— Camoens'  Lusiads.  Portuguese  Text,  with 
Translation.     Map  and  Portraits.     2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  30^'. 

Seventy  Sonnets  of  Camoens.  Portuguese  Text  and  Transla- 
tion, with  some  original  Poems.  Dedicated  to  Capt.  Richard  F. 
Burton.     Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  top, 

AUCHMUTYfA.  C— Poems  of  English  Heroism  :  FromBrunan- 
burh  to  Lucknow ;  from  Athelstan  to  Albert.  Small  cro\\'n  Svo, 
IS.  6d. 

A  VIA. — The  Odyssey  of  Homer.  Done  into  English  Verse  by. 
Fcap.  4to,  15^. 

BANKS,  Mrs.  G.  Z.— Rijiples  and  Breakers :  Poems.  Square 
Svo,  5^. 

BARNES,  wmiam.— 'Poems  of  Rural  Life,  in  the  Dorset 
Dialect.  New  Edition,  complete  in  one  vol.  Crown  Svo, 
Ss.  6d.     . 

BAYNES,  Rev.   Canon  H.  /?.— Home  Songs  for  Quiet  Hours. 

Fourth  and  cheaper  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  bd. 
*^*  This    may  also    be   had    handsomely   bound    in    morocco  with 

gilt  edges. 

BENNETT,  Dr.  IV.  C— Narrative  Poems  and  Ballads.  Fcap. 
Svo,  sewed  in  coloured  wrapper,  is. 
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BENNETT,  Dr.  W.  C.—conti7iucd. 

Songs  for  Sailors.      Dedicated  by  Special  Request  to  H.R.H, 
the  Duke  of  Edinburgh.     With  Steel  Portrait  and  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 
An  Edition  in  Illustrated  Paper  Covers,  \s. 

Songs  of  a  Song  'Writer.     Cro^vn  8vo,  6j. 

BEVINGTON,  L.  3".— Key  Notes.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^. 

BILLSON,  C.  ^.— The  Acharnians  of  Aristophanes.  Crown 
Svo,  3J-.  6d. 

BOWEN,  H.  C,  M.A.—Sivcvgile  English  Poems.  English  Literature 
for  Junior  Classes.  In  Four  Parts,  Parts  I.,  II.,  and  III.,  6d. 
each,  and  Part  IV.,  \s. 

BRYANT,  TV.  C— Poems.  Red-line  Edition.  With  24  Illustrations 
and  Portrait  of  the  Author,     Crown  Svo,  extra,  "js.  6d. 

A    Cheap    Edition,   with    Frontispiece.       Small  crown   Svo, 
3^.  6d. 

BYRNNE,  E.  Fairfax. — Milicent :  a  Poem.     Small  cro^vn  Svo,  6j. 

Calderon's  Dramas  ;  the  Wonder- Working  Magician  —  Life  is  a 
Dream — the  Purgatory  of  St.  Patrick.  Translated  by  Denis 
Florence  MacCarthy.     Post  Svo,  loj-. 

Chronicles  of  Christopher  Columbus.  A  Poem  in  12  Cantos. 
By  M.  D.  C.     Small  crown  Svo. 

CLARKE,  Mary  Ccnaden. —  ^HoneY  from  the  "Weed.  Verses. 
Crown  Svo,  Js, 

COLOMB,  Colonel. — The  Cardinal  Archbishop  :  a  Spanish  Legend. 
In  29  Cancions.     Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

CONIVA  Y,  Hiigh.—K  Life's  Idylls.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

COPP&E,  Francois. — L'Exilee.  Done  into  English  Verse,  with  the 
sanction  of  the  Author,  by  I.  O.  L.     Crown  Svo,  vellum,  5J. 

David  Rizzio,  Bothv>rell,  and  the  'Witch  Lady.  Three 
Tragedies  by  the  author  of  "  Ginevra,"  etc.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

DAVIE,  G.S,,  M.D. — The  Garden  of  Fragrance.  Being  a  com- 
plete translation  of  the  [Bostan  of  Sadi  from  the  original  Persian 
into  English  Verse.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Ts.  6d. 

DAVIES,  T.  Hari.—CaXMlhxs.  Translated  into  English  Verse.  Crown 
Svo,  6s. 

DE  VERE,  Attbrey.—Th.e  Foray  of  Queen  Meave,  and  other 
Legends  of  Ireland's  Heroic  Age.     Small  crown  Svo,  55. 

Alexander  the  Great :  a  Dramatic  Poem.     Small  crown  Svo,  Ss. 

The  Legends  of  St.  Patrick,  and  other  Poems,     Small  crown 
Svo,  5^. 
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DE  VERE,  Aubrey. — continued, 

St.  Thomas  of  Gantei"bury  :  a  Dramatic  Poem.     Large  fcap. 
8vo,  5J. 

Legends  of  the  Saxon  Saints.    Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

Antar  and  Zara  :  an  Eastern  Romance.     Inisfail,  and  other 
Poems,  Meditative  and  Lyrical.     Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 

The  Fall  of  Rora,  The  Search  after  Proserpine,  and  other 
Poems,  Meditative  and  Lyrical.     Fcap.  Svo,  6s. 

The  Infant  Bridal,   and  other  Poems.     A  New  and  Enlarged 
Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  'js.  6d. 

DILLON,  Arthur.— B.rveT  Songs  and  other  Poems.  "With  13 
autotype  Illustrations  from  designs  by  Margery  May.  Fcap.  4to, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  leaves,  los.  6d. 

DOBELL,  Mrs.  Horace. — Ethelstone,  Eveline,  and  other  Poems. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

DOBSON,  Austin. — Vignettes  in  Rhyme,  and  Vers  de  Societe. 
Tliird  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  55. 

Proverbs  in  Porcelain.  By  the  Author  of  "Vignettes  in 
Rhyme."     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Dorothy  :  a  Country  Story  in  Elegiac  Verse.  With  Preface.  Demy 
Svo,  5^. 

DOWDEN,  Edward,  ZZ.Z?.— Poems.    Second  Edition.    Fcap.  Svo,  5^. 

Shakspere's  Sonnets.  With  Introduction.  Large  post  Svo, 
•js.  6d. 

DOWNTON,  Rev.  H.,  M.A. — Hymns  and  Verses.     Original  and| 
Translated.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^^.  6d. 

DUGMORE,   Rev.    Ernest   Edward. — Frona    the    Mountains    ofj 
the  East  :  A  Quasi-Dramatic  Poem  on  the  Story  of  the  Pro- 
phet-Soothsayer Balaam.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^-.  6d. 

DUTT,  Toru.—K  Sheaf  Gleaned  in  French  Fields.    NewEdition.| 
with  Portrait.     Demy  Svo,  loj-.  6d. 

Ancient  Ballads  and  Legends  of  Hindustan.  With  arj 
Introductory  Memoir  by  Edmund  W.  Gosse.  Small  crown  Svo.T 
printed  on  hand-made  paper,  z^s. 

EDWARDS,  Rev.  Basil. — Minor  Chords  ",  or.  Songs  for  the  Suffering 
a  Volume  of  Verse.     Fcap.  Svo,  3T.  6d.  ;  paper,  2s.  6d. 

ELDRYTH,  ATawi/.— Margaret,  and  other  Poems.  Small  crown  8vo| 
3J.  6d. 

ELLIOTT,  Ebenezer,  The  Corn  La7v  Rhymer.— Poems.  Edited  by  hi  I 
son,  the  Rev.  Edwin  Elliott,  of  St.  John's,  Antigua.  2  vols| 
Crown  Svo,  lis. 
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English  Odes.  Selected,  with  a  Critical  Introduction  by  Edmund  W. 
GossE,  and  a  miniature  frontispiece  by  Hamo  Thornycroft, 
A.R.A.  Elzevir  8vo,  limp  parchment  antique,  6s.  ;  veUum, 
^s.  6d. 

Epic  of  Hades,  The.  By  the  Author  of  "Songs  of  Two  Worlds." 
Thirteenth  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  'js.  6d. 

***  Also  an  Illustrated  Edition,  with  17  full-page  designs  in  photo- 
mezzotint  by  George  R.  Chapman.  4to,  extra,  gilt  leaves,  25^.  ; 
and  a  Large  Paper  Edition,  with  Portrait,  loj-.  6d. 

EVANS,  Antte.—Voexas  and  Music.  With  Memorial  Preface  by 
Ann  Thackeray  Ritchie.     Large  crown  8vo,  7j. 

GOSSE,  Edmund  W. — Ne\sr  Poeras.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

GROTE,  A.  i?.— Rip  van  Winkle  :  a  Sun  Myth  ;  and  other  Poems. 
Small  crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp  parchment 
antique,  ^s. 

GURNEY,  Rev.  Alfred.— Tlie  Vision  of  the  Eucharist,  and  other 
Poems.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

Gwen  :  a  Drama  in  IMonologue.  By  the  Author  of  the  "  Epic  of 
Hades."     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  5j-. 

HAWKER,  Robt.  Stephen.— rh.Q  Poetical  Works  of.  Now  first 
collected  and  arranged.  With  a  Prefatory  Notice  by  J.  G. 
Godwin.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 

HELLON,  H.  (?.— Daphnis  :  a  Pastoral  Poem.  Small  crown  Svo, 
3J.  (id. 

HICKEY,  E.  H.—K  Sculptor,  and  other  Poems.  Small  crown 
Svo,  5J, 

HOLMES,  E.  G.  .,4.— Poems.  First  and  Second  Series,  Fcap.  Svo, 
5^.  each. 

Horati  Opera.  Edited  by  F.  A.  Cornish,  Assistant  Master  at  Eton. 
With  a  Frontispiece  after  a  design  by  L.  Alma  Tadema,  etched 
by  Leopold  Lowenstam.  Parchment  Library  Edition,  6j.  ;  vellum, 
is.  td. 

INGHAM,  Sarson,  C.  y.— Caedmon's  Vision,  and  other  Poems. 
Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

JENKINS,  Rev.  Canon.— The  Girdle  Legend  of  Prato.  Small 
crown  Svo,  2s. 

Alfonso   Petrucci,    Cardinal    and    Conspirator  :     an    Historical 
Tragedy  in  Five  Acts.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

ICING,  Mrs.  Ham/Uon.—The  Disciples.  Fourth  Edition,  with  Portrait 
and  Notes.     Crown  Svo,  ys.  6d. 

Aspromonte,  and  other  Poems.      Second   Edition.      Fcap.  Svo, 
4J.  6d, 
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LANG,  ^.— XXXII  Ballades  in  Blue  China.  Elzevir  8vo, 
parchment,  ^s. 

LEIGH,  Arran  and  Isla. — Bellerophon.     Small  crown  8vo,  ^s. 

LEIGHTON,  J?ol/eri.—B.ecoTds,  and  other  Poems.  With  Portrait. 
Small  crown  8vo,  7^.  6J. 

Living  English  Poets  MDCCCLXXXII.  With  Frontispiece  by 
Walter  Crane.  Second  Edition.  Large  crown  8vo.  Printed  on 
hand-made  paper.     Parchment,  12s.,  vellum,  15^-. 

LOCKER,  F. — London  Lyrics.  A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with 
Additions  and  a  Portrait  of  the  Author.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 

*^,*  Also  a  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  zs.  6d. 

Love  Sonnets  of  Proteus.  With  Frontispiece  by  the  Author.  Elzevir 
8vo,  5J. 

LOWNDES,  Henry. —IPoexas  and  Translations.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

LUMSDEN,  Lieut.-Col.  H.  ;^K— Beowulf  :  an  Old  English  Poem. 
Translated  into  Modem  Rhymes.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^. 

MACLEAN,  Charles  Donald. — Latin  and  Greek  Verse  Transla- 
tions.    Small  crown  8vo,  2s. 

MAGNUSSON,  Eirihr,  M.A.,  and  PALMER,  E.  H.,  ALA.—Johan 
Ludvig  Runeberg's  Lyrical  Songs,  Idylls,  and  Epi- 
grams.    Fcap.  Svo,  5^. 

M.D.C. — Chronicles  of  Christopher  Columbus.  A  Poem  in 
Twelve  Cantos.     Small  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7^.  dd. 

MEREDITH,  Owen,  The  Earl  of  Lytton.—ls\xc\\Q.  With  160  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  4to,  extra,  gilt  leaves,  2\s. 

MIDDLETON,  The  Za^'.— Ballads.     Square  i6mo,  3^.  (>d. 

MOORE,  Mrs.  Bloomfield.—GoT\6.a\.va.Q's  Lesson  :  The  Warden's  Tale, 
Stories  for  Children,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

MORICE,  Rev.  F.  D.,  M.A.—Tlre  Olympian  and  Pythian  Odes 
of  Pindar.  A  New  Translation  in  English  Verse.  Crown 
Svo,  7^.  6d. 

MORRIS,  Lewis. — Poetical  "Works  of.     New  and  cheaper  Edition, 
with  Portrait.     Complete  in  3  vols.,  5^.  each. 
Vol.  I.  contains  "Songs  of  Two  Worlds."     Vol.  II.  contains  "The 
Epic  of  Hades."    Vol.  HI.  contains  "  Gwen  "  and  "  The  Ode  of 
Life." 

MORSHEAD,  E.  D.  y^.  —  The  House  of  Atreus.  Being  the 
Agamemnon,  Libation-Bearers,  and  Furies  of  /Eschylus.  Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse.     Crown  Svo,  7j. 

NADEN,  Constance  W. — Songs  and  Sonnets  of  Spring  Time. 
Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 
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NEWELL,    E.    y. — The    Sorro'ws    of    Simona    and    Lyrical 

Verses.     Small  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

NICHOLSON,  Edward  B.—TYie  Christ  Child,  and  other  Poems. 
Crown  Svo,  4^.  6d, 

NOAKE,  Major  R.  Compton. — The  Bivouac  ;  or,  Martial  Lyrist.  With 
an  Appendix  :  Advice  to  the  Soldier.     Fcap.  Svo,  5^.  6^. 

NOEL,  The  Hon.  Roden.—K  Little  Child's  Monument.  Second 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

NOREIS,  Rev.  Alfred.— T\iQ  Inner  and  Outer  Life  Poems.  Fcap. 
8vo,  6j. 

Ode  of  Life,  The.  By  the  Author  of  "The  Epic  of  Hades,"  etc. 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5J. 

0' HAG  AN,  John.—'X\i&  Song  of  Roland.  Translated  into  English 
Verse.     Large  post  Svo,  parchment  antique,  \os.  6c/. 

PAUL,  C.  ^^a«.— Goethe's  Faust.  A  New  Translation  in  Rhyme. 
Crown  Svo,  6j. 

PA  YNE,  yohn.— Songs  of  Life  and  Death.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

PENNELL,  H.  Cholmondeley.—Pegasxxs  Resaddled.  By  the 
Author  of  "  Puck  on  Pegasus,"  etc.,  etc.  With  10  Full-page 
Illustrations  by  George  Du  Maurier.  Second  Edition.  Fcap. 
4to,  elegant,  12s.  6d. 

PFEIFFER,  Emi'fy.—Glan  Alarch  :  His  Silence  and  Song  :  a  Poem. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Gerard's   Monument,    and    other    Poems.       Second    Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Quarterman's  Grace,  and  other  Poems.     Crown  Svo,  5j. 
Poems.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Sonnets  and  Songs.     New  Edition.     i6mo,  handsomely  printed 

and  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Under   the  Aspens ;    Lyrical  and    Dramatic.      With   Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

PIKE,   Warhurton. — The  Inferno  of  Dante  Allighieri.     Demy 

Svo,  5^. 

POE,  Edgar  Allan. — Poems.  With  an  Essay  on  his  Poetry  by  Andrew 
Lang,  and  a  Frontispiece  by  Linley  Sambourne.  Parchment 
Library  Edition,  6s.  ;  vellum,  "js.  6d. 

RHOADES,  James. — The  Georgics  of  Virgil.  Translated  into 
English  Verse.     Small  crown  Svo,  '^s. 

ROBINSON,  A.  Mary  F.—K  Handful  of  Honeysuckle.  Fcap. 
Svo,  3^.  6d, 

The  Cro"wned  Hippolytus.     Translated  from  Euripides.    With 
New  Poems,     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 
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SAUNDERS,  John. — Love's  Martyrdom.  A  Play  and  Poem. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  55, 

Schiller's  Mary  Stuart.  German  Text,  with  English  Translation  on. 
opposite  page  by  Leedham  White.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Shakspere's  Sonnets.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.  With  a  Fron- 
tispiece etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam,  after  the  Death  Mask. 
Parchment  Library  Edition,  6s. ;  vellum,  7^.  6d. 

Shakspere's  ^Works.  In  12  Monthly  Volumes.  Parchment  Librar}' 
Edition,  6s.  each ;  vellum,  "js.  6d.  each. 

SHAW,  W.  F.,  M.A. — Juvenal,  Persius,  Martial,  and  Catullus. 
An  Experiment  in  Translation.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5^. 

SHELLEY,  Percy  Bysshe. — Poems  Selected  from.  Dedicated  to 
Lady  Shelley.  With  Preface  by  Richard  Garnett.  Parchment 
Library  Edition,  6^-.  ;  vellum,  7j.  6d. 

Six  Ballads  about  King  Arthur.  Crown  8vo,  extra,  gilt  edges, 
3^.  6d. 

SKINNER,  James.— CcBlQ^WdL.  The  Manual  of  St.  Augustine.  The 
Latin  Text  side  by  side  with  an  English  Interpretation  in  Thirty- 
six  Odes  with  Notes,  andz.  plea 7^^  the  study  <?/"  Mystical  Theology. 
Large  crown  8vo,  6s. 

SLADEN,  Douglas  B. — Frithjof  and  Ingebjorg,  and  other 
Poems.     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^s. 

Songs  of  Two  "Worlds.  By  the  Author  of  "The  Epic  of  Hades." 
Seventh  Edition.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  with  Portrait. 
Fcap.  8vo,  7^.  6d. 

Songs  for  Music.  By  Four  Friends.  Containing  Songs  by  Reginald 
A.  Gatty,  Stephen  H.  Gatty,  Greville  J,  Chester,  and  Juliana 
Ewing.     Square  crown  8vo,  ^s. 

STEDMAN,  Edmiind  Clarence. — Lyrics  and  Idylls,  with  other 
Poems.     Crown  8vo,  "js.  6d, 

STEVENS,  William.— 'T\yQ  Truce  of  God,  and  other  Poems.  Small 
crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

TA  YLOR,  Sir  H. — Works  Complete  in  Five  Volumes.     Cro^^Ti  8vo,  30.C. 

TENNYSON,  Alfred.— Works  Complete:— 

The  Imperial  Library  Edition.     Complete  in  7  vols.     Demy 
8vo,  lOJ.  6d.  each  ;  in  Roxburgh  binding,  12s.  6d.  each. 

Author's  Edition.     In  7  vols.     Post  8vo,  gilt  43^.  6d.  ;  or  half- 
morocco,  Roxburgh  style,  52^.  6d. 

Cabinet  Edition.    13  vols.    Each  with  Frontispiece.    Fcap.  Svo, 
2s.  6d.  each. 

Cabinet  Edition.     13  vols.     Complete  in  handsome  Ornamental 
Case.     35^. 
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TENNYSON,  Alfred.— continued. 

The  Royal  Edition.     In   i    vol.     With    26  Illustrations  and 
Portrait.     Extra,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  leaves,  21s. 

The  Guinea  Edition.     Complete  in  13  vols,  neatly  bound  and 
enclosed  in  box,  21s,  ;  French  morocco  or  parchment,  31^.  6d. 

Shilling  Edition.     In  13  vols,  pocket  size,  is,  each,  sewed. 

The  Gro^wn  Edition.     Complete  in  i  vol.  strongly  bound,  6s.  ; 
extra  gilt  leaves,  "Js.  6d.  ;  Roxburgh,  half-morocco.  Si'.  6d. 


* 


Can  also  be  had  in  a  variety  of  other  bindings. 


In  Menaoriana.  With  a  Miniature  Portrait  in  eazi-forte  by  Le 
Rat,  after  a  Photograph  by  the  late  Mrs.  Cameron.  Parchment 
Library  Edition,  ds.  ;  vellum,  7^^.  6d, 

The  Princess.  A  Medley.  With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  by 
H.  M.  Paget,  and  a  Tailpiece  in  Outline  by  Gordon  Browne. 
Parchment  Library  Edition,  6s.  ;  vellum,  "js,  6d. 

Songs  Set  to  Music  by  various  Composers.  Edited  by  W.  J. 
Cusins.  Dedicated,  by  express  permission,  to  Her  Majesty  the 
Queen.    Royal  4to,  extra,  gilt  leaves,  2is.  ;  or  in  half-morocco,  25 j. 

Original  Editions  : — 

Ballads,  and  other  Poems.     Small  Svo,  5^. 

Poenas.     Small  Svo,  6s. 

Maud,  and  other  Poems.     Small  Svo,  3^.  6d.  ] 

The  Princess.     Small  Svo,  3^^.  6d. 

Idylls  of  the  King.     Small  Svo,  Ss. 

Idylls  of  the  King.     Complete.     Small  Svo,  6s. 

The  Holy  Grail,  and  other  Poems.     Small  Svo,  4^.  6d. 

Gareth  and  Lynette.     Small  Svo,  3^^. 

Enoch  Arden,  etc.     Small  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

In  Memoriam.     Small  Svo,  4^. 

Harold  :  a  Drama.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Queen  Mary  :  a  Drama.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Lover's  Tale.    Fcap.  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

Selections  from  the  above  'Works.  Super  royal  i6mo,  3^.  6d. ; 
gilt  extra,  4^. 

Songs  from  the  above  Works.     i6mo,  2s.  6d.  ;  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Idylls  of  the  King,  and  other  Poems.  Illustrated  by  Julia  Mar- 
garet Cameron.     2  vols,  folio,  half-bound  morocco,  £6  6s.  each. 
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Tennyson  for  the  Young  and  for  Recitation.  Specially  arranged. 
Fcap.  8vo,  \s.  6d. 

The    Tennyson    Birthday   Book.     Edited   by  Emily  Shakespear. 
32mo,  limp,  2s.  ;  extra,  35. 
*;„*  A  superior  Edition,  printed  in  red  and  black,  on  antique  paper, 
specially  prepared.       Small  crown  8vo,  extra,  gilt  leaves,  5^.  ; 
and  in  various  calf  and  morocco  bindings. 

Horae  Tennysonianse  sive  Eclogas  e  Tennysono  Latine  Redditse  Cura 
A.  J.  Church,  A.M.     Small  crown  8vo,  6^. 

THOMPSON,  Alice  C. — Preludes  :  a  Volume  of  Poems.  Illustrated 
by  Elizabeth  Thompson  (Painter  of  "The  RoU  CaU  ").  8vo, 
7j.  6d. 

TODHUNTER,  Dr.  7.— Laurella,  and  other  Poems.  Crown  8vo, 
6j.  td. 

Forest  Songs.     Small  crown  8vo,  sj'.  6^. 

The  True  Tragedy  of  Rienzi :  a  Drama.     3^.  dd, 

Alcestis  ;  a  Dramatic  Poem.     Extra  fcap.  8vo,  5^. 

A  Study  of  Shelley.     Crown  8vo,  "js. 

Translations  from  Dante,  Petrarch,  Michael  Angelo,  and 
Yittoria  Colonna.     Fcap.  8vo,  75.  dd. 

TURNER,  Rev.  C.  Tennyson. — Sonnets,  Lyrics,  and  Trans- 
lations.    Crown  8vo,  4^.  6^. 

Collected  Sonnets,  Old  and  New.  With  Prefatory  Poem  by 
Alfred  Tennyson  ;  also  some  Marginal  Notes  by  S.  T. 
Coleridge,  and  a  Critical  Essay  by  James  Spedding.  Fcap. 
8vo,  7j.  dd. 

WALTERS,  Sophia  Lydia.—lhe  Brook  :  a  Poem.  Small  crown  8vo, 
3j.  6d. 

A  Dreamer's  Sketch  Book.  With  21  Illustrations  by  Percival 
Skelton,  R.  P.  Leitch,  W.  H.  J.  Boot,  and  T.  R.  Pritchett. 
Engraved  by  J.  D.  Cooper.     Fcap.  4to,  12s.  6d, 

WATERFIELD,  ^F".— Hymns  for  Holy  Days  and  Seasons. 
32mo,  IS,  ^d, 

WAV,  A.,  Jlf.A. — The  Odes  of  Horace  Literally  Translated  in 
Metre.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s. 

WEBSTER,  Augusta. — Disguises  :  a  Drama.     Small  crown  8vo,  55. 

In  a  Day  :  a  Drama,     Small  crown  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

"Wet  Days.     By  a  Farmer.     Small  crown  8vo,  bs. 

WILKINS,  William.— Songs  of  Study.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

WILLOUGHBY,  The  Hon.  Mrs.— On  the  North  'Wind— Thistle- 
down :  a  Volume  of  Poems.  Elegantly  bound,  small  crown 
8vo,  7J.  (id. 


Kegan  Paul,  Trench  &  Co!s  Ptiblkations.         43 

WOODS,   James   Chapman. — A   Child    of  the   People,    and   other 
Poems.     Small  crown  8vo,  5^. 

YOUNG,  ^F/«.— Gottlob,  etcetera.     Small  crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 

YOUNGS,  Ella  Sharpe. — Paphus,  and  other  Poems.    Small  crown  8vo, 
3^.  6(/. 


WORKS    OF    FICTION    IN    ONE    VOLUME. 

BANKS,  Mrs.  G.  L. — God's  Providence  House.  New  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  y.  6d. 

BETHAM-ED  WARDS,  Miss  M.—VLiliy.  With  a  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Blue  Roses ;  or,  Helen  Malinofska's  Marriage.  By  the  Author  of 
"  Vera."  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

FRISWELL,  y.  Haiti.— One  of  Two  ;  or,  The  Left-Handed  Bride. 
Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

GARRETT,  E.—'By  Still  'Waters  :  a  Story  for  Quiet  Hours.  With 
7  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

HARDY,  T/iomas.—A  Pair  of  Blue  Eyes.  Author  of  "Far  from 
the  Madding  Crowd,"     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 

The  Return  of  the  Native.    New  Edition.    With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

HOOFER,  Mrs.  C— The  House  of  Raby.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

INGELOW,  Jean.—Qtfl  the  Skelligs  :  a  Novel.  With  Frontispiece. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

MACDONALD,  G'.— Malcolm.  With  Portrait  of  the  Author  engraved 
on  Steel.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Marquis  of  Lossie.     Fourth  Edition.     With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

St.  George  and   St.  Michael.     Third  Edition.     With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  Svo,  6^. 

MASTERMAN,  y.— Half-a-Dozen  Daughters.  Crown  Svo, 
3J.  6d. 

MEREDITH,  George. — Ordeal  of  Richard  Feverel.  New  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Egoist ;  A  Comedy  in  Narrative.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition, 
with  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

PALGRAVE,  W.  Gifford. — Hermann  Agha  ;  an  Eastern  Narrative. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s, 
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Pandurang  Hari  ;  or,  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  an  Introductory 
Preface  by  Sir  H.  Bartle  E.  Frere,  G.C.S.I.,  C.B.  Crown 
8vo,  6^. 

PA  UL,  Margaret  Agnes. — Gentle  and  Simple  ",  a  Story,  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition,  with  Frontispiece,     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

SUA  W,  Flora  Z,— Castle  Blair  ;  a  Story  of  Youthful  Lives.  New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d, 

STRETTON,  Hesba.—11\^xo^x^ti  a  Needle's  Eye  :  a  Story.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  6j. 

TAYLOR,  Col.  Meadotvs,  C.S.I.,  M.R./.A.—Seeta.:  a  Novel.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Tippoo  Sultaun  :  a  Tale  of  the  Mysore  War.     New  Edition,  with 
Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Ralph  Darnell.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     With  Frontispiece, 
Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Noble  Queen.      New  and  Cheaper  Edition.      With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

The  Confessions  of  a  Thug.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Tara  :  a  Mahratta  Tale.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

THOMAS,  Moy.—K  Fight  for  Life.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Within  Sound  of  the  Sea.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 


BOOKS    FOR    THE    YOUNG. 

Aunt  Mary's  Bran  Pie.  By  the  Author  of  "  St.  Olave's."  Illustrated. 
3J-.  6d. 

BARLEE,  Ellen.— J^ocl^ed  Out :  a  Tale  of  the  Strike.  With  a 
Frontispiece.     Royal  i6mo,  is.  6d, 

BONWICK,  J.,  F.R.G.S.— i:\vQ  Tasmanian  Lily.  With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  8vo,  5J-. 

Mike  Ho"we,  the  Bushranger  of  Van  Diemen's  Land.     New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Witli  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Brave  Men's  Footsteps.  A  Book  of  Example  and  Anecdote  for 
Young  People.  By  the  Editor  of  "Men  who  have  Risen."  With 
4  Illustrations  by  C.  Doyle.  Seventh  Edition.  Crown  8vo, 
3^.  6d. 

Children's  Toys,  and  some  Elementary  Lessons  in  General  Knowledge 
which  they  teach.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo,  fj. 

COLERIDGE,  Sara.  —  Pretty  Lessons  in  Verse  for  Good 
Children,  with  some  Lessons  in  Latin,  in  Easy  Rhyme.  A 
New  Edition.     Illustrated.     Fcap.  8vo,  y.  6d, 
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COXHEAD,  Ethel— 'B\x&s  and  Babies.  Imp.  i6mo.  With  33 
Illustrations.     Cloth  gilt,  2s.  bd. 

D'ANVERS,   N.   /?.— Little  Minnie's    Troubles  :    an    Every-day 
Chronicle.     With  4  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Hughes.     Fcap.  8vo, 
y.  6d. 
Parted  :  a  Tale  of  Clouds  and  Sunshine.     With  4  Illustrations. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo,  3J.  6d. 

Pixie's  Adventures ;    or,   the  Tale  of   a  Terrier.      With  21 
Illustrations.     i6mo,  4^.  6d, 

Nanny's  Adventures  :    or,   the   Tale  of  a  Goat.     ,With   12 
Illustrations.     i6mo,  4s.  6d. 

DA  VIES,  G.  Christopher.— 'B.?iraY>\Q.%  and  Adventures  of  our 
School  Field  Club.  With  4  Illustrations.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 

DRUMMOND,  il//jj-.— Tripp's  Buildings.  A  Study  from  Life,  with 
Frontispiece.     Small  crown  8vo,  3^-.  6(/. 

EDMONDS,  Herbert. — 'Well  Spent  Lives  :  a  Series  of  Modern  Bio- 
graphies.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  y.  6d. 

EVANS,  Mark. — The  Story  of  our  Father's  Love,  told  to  Children. 
Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition  of  Theology  for  Children.  With  4 
Illustrations.     Fcap.  8vo,  i^.  6d. 

FARQUHARSON,  M. 

I.  Elsie  Dinsmore.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6^. 
II.  Elsie's  Girlhood.     Crown  8vo,  3J.  6d. 
III.  Elsie's  Holidays  at  Roselands.    Crown  8vo,  3^.  dd. 

HERFORD,  Brooke.— HYiQ  Story  of  Religion  in  England  :  a  Book 
for  Young  Folk.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

INGELOW,  y^^w.— The  Little  'Wonder-horn.  With  15  Illustra- 
tions.    Small  8vo,  7.s.  6d. 

JOHNSON,  Virginia  JV.—The  Catskill  Fairies.  Illustrated  by 
Alfred  Fredericks.     5j. 

AER  David. — The  Boy  Slave  in  Bokhara :  a  Tale  of  Central 
Asia.  With  Illustrations.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown 
8vo,  3^.  6d. 

The  Wild  Horseman  of  the  Pampas.     Illustrated.    New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

LAMONT,  Martha  Mac  Donald. —The  Gladiator :  a  Life  under  the 
Roman  Empire  in  the  beginning  of  the  Third  Century.  With  4 
Illustrations  by  H.  M.  Paget.     Extra  fcap.  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

LEANDER,  Richard.— TanXasiic  Stories.  Translated  from  the 
German  by  Paulina  B.  Granville.  With  8  Full-page  Illustrations 
by  M.  E.  Fraser-Tytler.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
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LEE,  Holme.— H.eT  Title  of  Honour.     A  Book  for  Girls.     New 
Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  ^s. 

LEWIS,  Mary  A.— K  Rat  with  Three  Tales.     New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     With  4  Illustrations  by  Catherine  F.  Frere.     3^.  6d. 

MAC  KENNA,  S.  J.— Plucky  Fello^ws.  A  Book  for  Boys.  With 
6  Illustrations.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 

At  School  with  an  Old  Dragoon.    With  6  Illustrations.    New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^-.  6d, 

Mc  CLINTOCK,  Z.— Sir  Spangle  and  the  Dingy  Hen.  Illus- 
trated.    Square  crown  Svo,  2S.  6d. 

MALDEN,  H.  ^.—Princes  and  Princesses;  Two  Fairy  Tales- 
Illustrated.     Small  crown  Svo,  2J-.  6^. 

Master  Bobby.  By  the  Author  of  "  Christina  North."  With  6  Illus- 
trations.    Fcap.  Svo,  3^.  dd. 

NAAJvE,  y.  7".— Slavonic  Fairy  Tales.  From  Russian,  Servian, 
Polish,  and  Bohemian  Sources.  With  4  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  55. 

PELLETAN,  E. — The  Desert  Pastor,  Jean  Jarousseau.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French.  By  Colonel  E.  P.  De  L'Hoste.  With  a 
Frontispiece.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

REANEY,  Mrs.  G.  .S".— Waking  and  Working  ;  or,  From  Girlhood 
to  Womanhood.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

Blessing  and   Blessed :    a    Sketch  of   Girl    Life.      New  and 
Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3^'.  6d. 

Rose  Gurney's  Discovery.    A  Book  for  Girls.     Dedicated  to 
their  Mothers.     Crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

English  Girls  :   Their  Place  and  Power.     With  Preface  by  the 
Rev.  R.  W.  Dale.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Just   Anyone,   and   other  Stories.      Three  Illustrations.     Royal 
l6mo,  is.  6d. 

Sunbeam  Willie,  and  other  Stories.    Three  Illustrations.    Royal 
i6mo,  IS.  6d. 

Sunshine  Jenny,  and  other  Stories.    Three  Illustrations.    Royal 
i6mo,  is.  6d. 

ROSS,  Mrs.  E.  ("Nelsie  Brook ")— Daddy's  Pet.  A  Sketch  from 
Humble  Life.     With  6  Illustrations.     Royal  i6mc,  is. 

SADLER,  S.  W.,  R.N'.—Th.e.  African  Cruiser  :  a  Midshipman's 
Adventures  on  the  West  Coast.  With  3  Illustrations.  New 
and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  td. 
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Seeking  his  Fortune,  and  other  Stories.  With  4  Ilhistrations. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Seven  Autumn  Leaves  from  Fairy  Land.  Illustrated  with  9 
Etchings.     Square  crown  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

STOCKTON;  Frank  R.—K  Jolly  Fellowship.  With  20  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  8vo,  <)S. 

STORE,  Francis,  and  TURNER,  Hatues, — Canterbury  Chimes ; 
or,  Chaucer  Tales  retold  to  Children.  With  6  Illustrations  from 
the  Ellesmere  MS.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  35.  dd. 

STRETTON,  i7'«3a.— David  Lloyd's  Last  ^Will.  With  4  Illustra- 
tions.     New  Edition.     Royal  i6mo,  2s.  6d. 

The  Wonderful  Life.     Sixteenth  Thousand.     Fcap.  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Sunnyland   Stories.     By   the  Author  of  "Aunt  Mary's  Bran   Pie.' 
Illustrated.     Second  Edition.     Small  8vo,  3^.  6d. 

Tales  from  Ariosto  Re-told  for  Children.  By  a  Lady.  With  3 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  a,s.  6d. 

WHITAKER,  Florence.— Ch.T\%\Ys  Inheritance.  A  London  Story. 
Illustrated.     Royal  i6mo,  \s.  6d. 

ZIMMERN,  //■.— Stories  in  Precious  Stones.  With  6  Illustrations, 
Third  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 
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